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Prologue 


w 


Disclaimer: Don't know ‘em, don't own ‘em (damn), the following story is complete and utter bullshit, and I'd 


never mean to hurt ‘em. 
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_— Prologue ——— 


He crept out of the bushes, shedding his clothes as he wert, leaving a trail of jeans, t-shirt, and underwear 
behind him. Beyond the bushes that sheltered the quaint California development, away from the picket fence- 


surrounded homes, to the freedom of the fields and woods without. 
The moon hung heavy and full in the clear night sky. He could feel its burn in his veins, almost painful, and yet 
so exciting, sending shivers down his spine. At the crest of the hill he paused, lowering into a crouch in the tall 


grass, head thrown back so that the pale moonlight spilled down on his face, made his shining eyes glow. 


He was always the first to arrive, the first to linger in the moon's intoxicating beams. 


He could feel the burn building in his body, and his lips pulled back in a grimace. His revealed teeth slowly 
changed their shape along with the grinding pain in his jaw; they morphed into long, thin canine fangs. 


Then blinding agony exploded inside him, and he saw nothing, felt nothing but torture as he fell writhing to the 
grass. Red spots danced before his eyes, breath panting in and out. (And did he scream?) 


Slowly, his mind came back to him, and his vision cleared. He rose from the grass where he'd fallen, four legs 
braced under himself. Not human legs, and yet, not quite wolf legs. Too sturdy for a wolf, and he was too 
large. Yet a scant covering of hair dusted his body, and bare human ears were pricked back, long and pointed. 
He licked his lips, and felt the soft fuzz of fur on his muzzle, felt the length of his tongue and the sharpness 
of his teeth. 


He caught their scent on the air, and turned to see the first coming. The tall, rangy one, loping up the hill 


toward him, while the older one, his back vaguely hunched, could come no faster than a trot. 


He stood tall, ears lifting forward, as he waited for them. His lips pulled back in what have been a snarl, or a 


grin. Time to hunt. Time to kill. Time to live. 


Yowser 


w 


Disclaimer: None of this is true. 
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__—Chapter One: Yowser__— 


Nikki woke up with a sharp ache in his back, and a worse stab of pain in his cheek. He frowned, pulling himself 
out of the musty sleeping bag on Tommy's floor. What kind of pain was in your face? Did Tommy punch him 
again? 


Shuffling into the bathroom, he braced his hands on the side of the sink and stared in the mirror. There was 
all the usual blood-smears of it at the corner of his mouth, where it had widened into jaws; traces of it on 
his naked body joints; even a dried trail of blood tearing from his right eye. But his cheek.. He tilted his head to 
see it better. There was a small sort of hole with jagged edges. It looked as if a mouse had been trying to 


make a new home of him. 


Shrugging, he pulled back his lips, baring pink-stained teeth at the glass. It wasn't his blood, and it left a sour 
taste in his mouth. He grabbed Tommy's toothbrush, the tube of Crest, and started scrubbing, 


Someday, he mused while he brushed, he really ought to get his own toothbrush. Sharing everything with 
Tommy was getting old. But it wasn't like he made much working at that piece of shit liquor store. And 


everything he stole from the tills went into his savings for a new bass guitar. 
Still half-asleep, he pulled on a pair of Tommy's too long jeans, and stumbled downstairs, into the kitchen. 


Vince was already there, downing large mugs of coffee, one after the other like a chain-smoker. He looked up 


when Nikki entered the room. "Where'd you guys go last night, and why didn't you invite me?" 


Nikki turned his back on the blond and poured a cup of coffee, ducking under the sink to find the secret stash 
of Jack Daniels he'd lifted from the store. "We just went to a bar in town. Didn't think you'd want to come." 


"Well, | did” Vince pouted. "Come on, I've been here for two fucking months, and none of you will do anything 
with me. Mick barely says two words to me at rehearsals. | think Tommy only talks to me because we went to 
fucking school together." 


He shrugged. 


‘lm serious, Nikki. You guys want me in your band, but you don't want me in your lives. I'm not gonna take this 


shit for much longer, man" 


"Come on, stop talking about it then, dude. You know we love you." He downed his coffee. "Fuck, Mick thinks 


you're gonna make us famous." 

There was no answer, but Nikki felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise, and knew Vince was watching him. 
God, that sent shivers down his spine. Not cold ones, either. He turned to look at the blond, found him heavy- 
lidded, resting his chin in his hands. 

"What about you, Nikki? What do you think?" 

The soft tone made his mouth go dry. He shook his head. He needed to get a grip. "Sure. Sure you will” 

Vince rolled his eyes, and the sultry image dimmed. "Whatever." 

A soft growl filled the room, and Nikki instinctively pressed back against the kitchen counter as Vince's German 
Shepherd padded through the room. Man and dog exchanged glares, and the big dog settled down at Vince's 
side. 

"Yowser, Yowser," Vince sighed, rubbing the dog's ears. "Go bite, Nikki, okay?" 

Yowser thumped his tail agreeably. 


Nikki snarled. 


Vince glanced back up, and that look was back in his eyes, the one that was equal parts awareness and 


invitation 

"Next time you go out, l'm coming.” 

Another shrug. 

"Don't give me that crap, shit-head. I'm coming." 

He lifted half his mouth in a crooked grin. "Uh, come, come, coming." 

"Fucker. | will" 

"Okay. So do it" Nikki stared into Vince's eyes, felt himself slipping away in their velvety richness. He shouldn't, 
he knew; Tommy and Mick would kill him. But what the fuck. He wanted Vince tucked by his side tonight, wanted 
to just be with him. And if the wolves didn't get to run? He could hold it back, and Tommy better fucking learn 


how. 


Vince eyed him disbelievingly. "You serious?" 


God, he was so cute when he was suspicious. "We'll go out tonight, find a bar in town" 
"What about Tommy and Mick?" 
"Ever notice how Tommy just happens to get a boner every time he gets close to you? | don't think he'll mind” 


He ignored Vince's widening eyes. "Mick won't care. Just get real fucking glammed up, ‘cause, Vinnie boy, | want 
to piss off all the cowboys." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


If it was pissing off cowboys that Nikki was after, Vince could only assume he was succeeding. Both of them 
were done up in eyeliner and mascara, Vince with a trace of rouge. Nikki's black shirt only had one shoulder 
strap, leaving his other pale shoulder bare, and it was short enough to show a few inches of his waist. The 
bartender had given them a sour look upon arrival, which had only made Nikki's nose go higher up in the air. 


Vince was content to amble beside him and give the finger to anyone who sneered. 


"Hey." He touched Nikki's arm, and coal hair swirled on the air as Nikki turned sharply to him. Vince drew his 
hand back, wondering at the burning heat of his skin. Whatever he'd meant to say was forgotten. "You okay?" 


"Yeah." 


Vince could see the tenseness of his body, the quick, constant shift of his eyes, and it didn't seem right. 
"What're you on?" 


One side of his mouth curved sharply up. "Nothing at all, Vincey." 
He looked away. "Don't call me that." 
"Hey, Vince." 


"What?" He didn't look at Nikki, and the hand suddenly on his jaw surprised him. Long fingers turned him to face 


Nikki. His eyes were pools of heat; Vince almost expected them to steam. "You sure you're okay?" 
"You're fucking gorgeous." 


Vince's eyes narrowed. And he'd thought Nikki was so ramrod straight. His mouth curved slightly. "You're 
wasted." 


"Naw." 


"Naw," he mocked. "Then why are you hitting on me?" 


"Cause | want to." Nikki never broke the gaze. 

Vince pulled away, brushing the fingers off his face. "Where'd Tommy go?" 

"Home. He had a, uh, problem." 

"Yeah, dude," he drawled sarcastically. "That problem you were telling me about this morning?" 

"Kind of. Hey, look at me, will you?" 

"Why?" He turned back, and instantly was silenced when Nikki's mouth sealed over his. Shock shot through him 
like ice water. But Nikki's mouth was anything but ice. His lips were burning, his tongue scorching as it pushed 
past Vince's slack lips and into his unresisting mouth. For an instant, his tongue twirled around Vince's, as if 
inviting him to dance. Then, just as Vince began to overcome his shock enough to respond, Nikki pulled back. 
Vince gazed at him, feeling as if he'd been left out in the cold. "What the fuck?" 

Nikki swallowed the remainder of his beer, and looked back, smirk twisting his lips. "Wanna punch me now?" 
Vince swallowed. "What for?" 

"Just though I'd offer. Been wanting to do that." 

"Yeah?" He watched Nikki's profile, almost delicate but too arrogant to be feminine. "You like what you tasted?" 
"Maybe." He glanced back at Vince. "You?" 

"| could take more." 


"Yeah. Maybe | shouldn't." 


"I thought you wanted to piss off the cowboys." And a glance around the room revealed several not at all 


polite stares and glares. 
"Good point." But he made no move. "I thought you'd be pissed” 


‘lm not" Vince didn't like waiting. He reached out and grabbed a handful of Nikki's spray-coated hair and pulled 


him close. 
"Ow, watch it, man," he complained without resisting. 
Vince grabbed at the sneering mouth hungrily, eager to have its heat again He'd never felt anything so hot 


and alive. Their lips melded, mouths sealing together. Nikki's taste was intoxicating; he was a combination of 


liquor and something else, something raw and dark and starving and arousing . 


Then Nikki's hands were on his shoulders, pushing him down until they half lay on the tabletop. The hands 
darted everywhere, tangling in bright blond hair, sliding up under Vince's shirt to find bare flesh, moving down 
to grip his hips. Beneath him, Vince writhed, just drunk enough not to care about the spectacle they must 
have been making. Fuck, he hadn't done anything this hot since last Fourth of July, he and three chicks in a 
Jacuzzi. And Nikki was no chick, he knew just how to control and dominate a situation. Sometimes, it felt really 


fucking good to be dominated. 


He moaned, trying to breath around the kiss, while his hands sought the bare flesh of Nikki's arms, his 
unclothed shoulder, and pushed at the black cloth, trying to find more skin. 


And then suddenly, there was a hand at the front of his pants, fingers tugging on buttons. His eyes shot open, 
and he tore his mouth away from Nikki's. "Fuck, what are you doing?" 


Nikki's eyes were glazed and half-closed. "What's wrong?" 

Vince reached down and grabbed Nikki's hands, yanked them away. "Get off." 

Nikki glanced up, looking around them and seeming to realize where they were. "Fuck. Fuck, I'm sorry." 

"Just get off" 

Nikki drew back, stumbled to his feet. He swayed, gripping the back of his chair until his knuckles were white. 
He sneered, and for a minute, Vince thought he was looking at one of the rednecks. Then he realized it wasn't a 
sneer at all, but a grimace. 

"Jesus, Nikki, you're fucked up." 


"Yeah. Yeah, maybe." 


He looked like he might fall over, so Vince slid an arm around his waist and tugged him toward the exit. "Come 


on, man, let's get you home, okay?" 
"Yeah." 


And Vince wasn't sure he wanted to admit it, but it felt almost good to have Nikki's arm around his shoulders. 


Kind of comforting. (Kind of like it belonged there.) 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"Shit, dude, | can't believe you hit on him." 


Nikki glared up at Tommy from the floor. "I didn't fucking hit on him. And don't yell at me. It was your fault 


for leaving me alone with him." 

It was your fault," Tommy countered, "for making me go to that bar during an almost full moon. You know | 
can't take that shit yet. | haven't been at it as long as you." His upper lip curled "And from what | hear, you're 
not too great at holding yourself back either." 

"What do you know?" Nikki retorted. 

"Mick says you pretty much laid him out like a Thanksgiving dinner and dug in" 

"He didn't mind." 

"And little blondie had to carry you home." 

"He didn't fucking carry me, and | didn't mind that either." 

Tommy snorted and glowered. "I bet not 

Nikki sighed, and stared up at the ceiling. A thousand emotions circled around inside him, and he wasn't sure he 
liked any of them. "He's like..smack You think you can do a little, but once you get a little, all you want is 
more." 

"Fuck, if I'd known he swung that way, I'd have jumped him sooner." 

His gaze sharpened. "You know he's mine now. | want him." 

Tommy's eyes widened. "I wanted him, too. Didn't stop you." 


Nikki sat up, eyes narrowed to cold slits. "Keep your hands the fuck off him," he growled. 


"Possessive little fucker, aren't you? Fine. Go ahead. But if you fuck up with him, he's mine. And will you put 
something on your face? You look you got bit by a gopher. | can't believe he let you suck his tongue like that." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NINN 


When Nikki finally came downstairs, Tommy's parents had already left the house. Mick was sitting on the couch 
with his guitar case, waiting for him and Tommy. Vince looked half asleep, draped over the other couch, 
Yowser lying beside him. The big dog had its head resting on Vince's chest, and his eyes rolled watchfully 
between Nikki and Mick. The smell of the animal filled Nikki's nostrils with burning hate. What right did it have 


to lie there on his Vince? 


His heart stilled. His Vince? He'd known him for two months, kissed him once, and suddenly Vince was his? Fuck. 
He was loosing his mind. Must be all the strain of suppressing the change last night. 


"Hey." Vince sat up, yawning, and pushed Yowser off the couch. "Come on over." 

Nikki sat cautiously beside him, nose twitching at Yowser's soft growl. He growled back. 
"Nikki," Mick said. "What have | said about teasing dogs?" 

"Bite me.” 

"Remind me to." 

Vince shook his head. "You're both brats." 

Mick eyed him quietly. 


Tommy trudged into the room and flopped down on the other side of Vince, giving Nikki a defiant glance. "So, we 
ready to start?" 


Nikki scooted closer to Vince, until their thighs brushed. "Yeah, anytime." 


Yowser gave a last, defeated growl, and stalked out of the room. 


nw 


(| suck at second chapters. But | swear the third one will make up for it) 


Bye-Bye, Baby 


disclaimer: Not true, not true.. 
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——-Chapter Two: Bye-bye, Baby___ 


Soft, slow kisses trailing down his throat. Gentle teeth nipping, never biting. Hands held him firmly down against 
the couch, and Vince gave a quiet sigh. All the heat in his body seemed to be quickly shifting downward to coil 


in one, aching place. 


He slid his hands into Nikki's black hair and pulled him closer, arching his neck in encouragement. He didn't think 
he'd have any marks; Nikki wasn't being half as rough as he'd been that first night in the bar. There was none 
of that urgency, either. Surprising that that disappointed him. Ah, well. It was always nice to think you made 


someone loose control. But slow was good, too. 


Nikki pushed his vest open and crept down, setting his mouth to work on his left nipple, while his fingers toyed 
with the other. Oh, damn good. 


Vince liked women. Girls, ladies, women, mud-wrestlers, strippers, princesses. They were all babes underneath 
the veneer, and he loved them all. Only a girl would fawn over him, adore him, and hang on his every word. 
Only a girl would let him take complete control of them, do whatever he wanted with their body and soul. 

But men.. Well, men were something different, weren't they? As much as he enjoyed being in charge, he loved 
relinquishing his control even more. There was no feeling in the world like that of utter vulnerability. Knowing 
you might be hurt, knowing that for a few minutes, your life and pleasure was in someone else's hands. You 
never could get that good a feeling with a chick. 


Yet at the same time... 


Nikki's lips had made their way down to his navel, and there they paused, while his fingers crept to Vince's 
waistband and began to tug. 


Vince shivered. "Don't" 


Those fingers ignored him, pulled his waistband an inch lower and moved to the fastenings, while the mouth 


followed. 
His hand fisted in Nikki's hair. "| said, don't." 


Confused eyes—were they blue? Were they black?-rose to meet his. "Why?" 


He squirmed out of the other's grasp. "| just..don't want to." He turned partly away, trying to hide his blush 
with his hair. 


Nikki's fingers slid along his jaw, turned him back. "I know you've done it before." His lips curved in either a 
smirk or a genuine smile; Vince couldn't tell. "You're too good at it" 


"Ive done some." He met Nikki's eyes hesitantly. "Not everything." 

Nikki's eyes widened. "You a virgin, Vin?" 

The blush spread. "Fuck you. Maybe." 

"| won't hurt you." 

He shrugged. "I just don't want to. Not yet anyway. What about you? Have you..2" 


"Ile been on the bottom a couple of times. I'd rather be on top though." He offered another lop-sided grin. 
‘Suits my personality.” 


Vince rolled his eyes. He had a feeling that with Nikki, there would be no end to the arrogance. 
"You have been with girls though, haven't you?" 

Vince scowled. "What do you fucking think? | don't look like that much of a loser, do |?" 

"How far have you gone with a guy?" 

| might have sucked somebody off once, and they returned the favor." 

"That's all?" 

"Fuck. Yeah." He drew his knees up into his chest. "Why are you looking at me like that?" 

Nikki hid his grin. "I never had a virgin before. Not even a chick" 

Vince lowered his eyelids and his voice. "What makes you think you're getting one now?" 

"Aw, come on, Vinney. | bet | can make it really good for you." 


"Look, |." Oh, how did he explain it to somebody like Nikki? He'd end up sounding like a chick. He scowled. "I don't 
want to yet" 


"Why not? You saving it for your wedding night?" 


"Asshole." 
"Okay." Nikki made a pretense of sobering. "What for then?" 


"| don't know." He squirmed. "Maybe l'm not sure about letting some guy up my ass, okay? | don't have to 


explain." 
"Okay, relax." 
He felt Nikki slide close to him, enclose him in his arms. "I said-" 


"| know." Nikki nuzzled his ear, and for a minute, Vince swore Nikki was sniffing him. "We can still fool around 


though, can't we? Maybe we could try some of the stuff you already know." 


A wet tongue licked at his neck, and Vince shivered. No pressure? What kind of guy was Nikki, anyhow? He 
frowned, but leaned into the teeth scraping lightly at his skin. "Yeah, okay." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


It felt so good to be free to slide through the shadows, four wolfen paws treading in the soft garden dirt. The 
last week, he'd stayed with Vince. They'd gone to the bar twice more, once with Tommy, and stayed in the rest 
of the nights. Nikki liked to be close to Vince, afraid somehow that if he turned his back on the singer, he 
would disappear. Fuck, yeah, that was real likely. 


Tommy had abandoned them for most of the week, going with Mick to run in the woods beyond the 
development. Now Tommy was at his maker's side, gliding through the shadows with Nikki, while Mick ran more 
slowly behind, not really following, but there all the same. 


Nikki's ears shifted in the blackness of his mane, pricking forward at a shuffling noise. His eyes narrowed and 
his nose twitched as he scented the air. An instant growl rose in his throat. Tommy, taller and brown, raised 
his nose and sniffed, turned to Nikki with quizzical eyes. Nikki glared at a patch of shrubbery. 


A large German Shepherd crept out of the shadows, growling. Nikki's muzzle folded into a snarl. 


The hunch-backed wolf settled down beside Tommy, laying his muzzle on the taller wolf's shoulders, as a signal 


to stay where he was. 
Nikki could smell Vince on that dog. That dog had no right to smell like Vince. 


The Shepherd's eyes darted between them, and he growled again, but softer. It knew it was outnumbered; only 
death could come from a confrontation It raised its head, revealing its furry throat in a sign of submission, 


wagging its tail slowly back and forth. 


In that instant, the black wolf sprang. It felt so good to rush at the dog, felt so good to yank his lips back and 


show his long, gleaming fangs. 
The dog gave a yelp of surprise and tried to dart back. It never made it. 


Nikki's teeth sank into the dog's throat and ground together. Blood rushed over a furry pelt, gushed into his 
mouth and dripped down his muzzle. The dog crumpled, but Nikki didn't let him go. He shook his head, and in one 
great rip, tore the animal's throat out in a mass of red, dripping flesh. It tasted like victory in his mouth, it 
tasted like delicious life. 


He raised his head slowly from his kill, lifting his eyes to meet his comrades. Mick watched calmly, long pink 
tongue lolling. Tommy had melted back into his human form. His eyes were wide and horrified. "Nikki," he hissed. 


"Nikki, what the fuck!" 


He settled down on his haunches beside the bloody, brown and black carcass and licked his lips, cleaning away 
the blood. His long ears swiveled to catch all the noises of the night. 


"Fuck, Nikki, it was his dog!" Tommy shivered, wrapped his arms around himself. "It was his fucking dog." 

He stood again, on all fours, with his paw-hands pressing into the soft dirt. Opening his jaws, he grabbed the 
back of the dog's neck and began to pull, heaving him toward the house. Mick rose and came to his side, seizing 
the tail in his mouth and helping to wedge the dead dog under the row of bushes that lay against the wall of 
the house. 

"Shit." Tommy stood on his human feet and raked a hand through his hair. "You're fucking crazy, Nikki." 


Nikki let his tongue loll, eyes grinning at Tommy, before he whirled and sprang away, toward the open freedom 


of the meadows, Mick in slow pursuit. 


The dog had smelled like Vince. Now it would smell like death. 


Come On and Dance 


Disclaimer: This ain't real. Shocker, huh? Wouldn't hurt ‘em. 
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__—Chapter Three: Come On and Dance__— 


"Would you do it..if | said..you were beautiful?" 


Sprawled on his back in the short, browned August grass, Vince eyed Nikki over the top of his shades. "Do | 
look like a chick to you?" 


"No, then" Nikki chewed on his lips, propped up on his elbows. The sun was hot on his skin, and he didn't like it, 
would rather have had the moon's soft light on him. "What if | said | wanted you more than I've ever wanted 
anyone?" 

"Nope." 

"If | said you make me so hot, sometimes | think I'm losing my mind?" 

‘Only sometimes?" 

Nikki groaned. "Okay." He slanted a cautious glance at Vince. "What if | said | loved you?" 

For a minute, Vince said nothing, just stared at God-knew-what behind his shades. Then he turned to Nikki with 
pursed lips. "Do you see a big-ass pair of tits on my chest? No? Then why do you insist on treating me like a 
fucking cunt? | used that line twenty times to get into some chick's pants. Be imaginative, Nik" 

He sighed, and dragged himself to his feet. "Fine." 

"Hey, where're you going? Giving up?" 

"Ill never give up. C'mon, | got a present for you." 

"Cherry-flavored condom?" 

"No. Come on" 


They stomped inside, and Nikki motioned to a clear plastic bag resting over the kitchen sink. "There. For you." 


Vince leaned over to peer at the bag. Frowning, he snatched it out of the sun, and it was squishy under his 


fingers, filled with water. A tiny flash of orange-gold swam by. "A goldfish?" 

"You can call him Yowser the Second" 

"My dog gets eaten by some..rabid Rottweiler..and you buy me a goldfish." Vince rolled his eyes. "And didn't 
anybody tell you you're not supposed to leave them lying in the sun? Jesus, it's practically boiling.’ He took a 
glass ice tea pitcher down from the cabinet and filled it with water, then plopped the bag in it. 

"Aren't you going to let it out?" 


"No. Let the water adjust first." Vince stared at the fish. "Nikki, where did you get it?" 


"At the pet store. | wanted to get you something big and fancy, but they wanted twenty bucks for the good 


ones.” 

"Yowser Two doesn't look so good. How much did you pay for him?" 

"Umm. A nickel." 

Vince straightened up and glared. "Nikki, you fucking idiot, you bought me a feeder fish." 

"A what?" 

‘Is supposed to be food for a shark or something.” 

"People keep sharks for pets?" 

"You're such a moron" 

"Yeah, but.." Nikki slid close, wrapping his arms around Vince from behind. "I tried. Do | get a kiss at least?" 


"Sure you do." But the blond squirmed out of his arms. "Watch my fish. If it's alive tomorrow, you can have a 


fucking kiss. But for a nickel feeder fish, that's all you're getting.’ 
A week later, the fish, officially dubbed Yowsie, was still alive. But Nikki wasn't certain about himself. 


Tommy found him at eleven am. in his room, perched on the edge of his bed, cradling his head in his hands. His 
entire body was shivering, though sweat dripped steadily down his forehead. 


"Dude, you look like shit" 


Nikki barely looked at him. "Tell me something | don't know." 
Tommy dropped down beside him. "You need to get laid" 


He did his best imitation of a buzzer. "Wrong answer. Knew that, too." He pulled a cigarette out of his pocket 
and struggled to get a flame going with his lighter. "Fuck!" 


Tommy took the lighter from him and lit it. "Vincey still not putting out?" 
"He's fucking saving it," Nikki spit. "What the fuck for, not even he knows." 


"Can't you get somebody else? Come on, dude, that Tami chick we met at the gig in town She'll spread ‘em 
fast enough." 


"No." He shook his head violently. 

"Who then?" 

He grimaced. "Fuck. | don't know. Vince." 

"Can't you talk him into it?" 

"Tried. Tried to fucking talk him into it, tried to ease him into it, and it's always the same thing. Second we get 
below the waist, he starts freezing up. Says he knows how to do a blow job, but he doesn't even want to do 
that. Jesus." He wiped damp hair out of his eyes. "I just-I just need to run tonight. S'the full moon. All full 


tonight. I'll run and kill a rabbit or something, and I'll be fucking peachy again" 


"Yeah, sure." Tommy took the cigarette out of Nikki's fingers and took a drag off it. "He wants to know how 


come you won't talk to him." 
"Vince." 
"Yeah." 


| can't" If he did, he might do something, might say something, might go too far. Christ, he felt like his veins 


were on fire. 


‘ll tell him you're sick" Tommy sighed, and ground out the smoke on the bedside table. "I'm going into town for 


beer. Wanna come?" 
"Fuck no." 


"You just gonna stay up here then?" 


He nodded jerkily. 

"You could get a chick in town. Might even find a piece of ass." 

‘| can't, Tommy. | just fucking can't. All | can see is him. He's in my fucking mind, and he's all | want. If he'd just 
fucking let me have him, | wouldn't even want him anymore! Christ. | just have to stay away from him for 
now. Today. Maybe tomorrow. I'll be okay then" 

"So you're just going to sit here and drill a hole through your pants." 

He shifted, grimacing. 

Tommy sighed again, ad slid off the edge of the bed to kneel in front of Nikki. "Fine, fine." His fingers deftly 
undid the top of Nikki's pants, and eased out the hardened cock. "You fucking owe me," he muttered, just 
before he ducked down and took him into his mouth. 

Nikki moaned, and for an instant, his eyes didn't see a dark head bobbing over his crotch; he saw what he 
wanted: blond. It was over almost before it began, and he shot into Tommy's mouth, biting his tongue hard 
enough to draw blood to stop from crying out. 

Tommy pulled off, scrubbing at his mouth, and got up to sit beside Nikki again. "Nice stamina, dude." 

"Fuck off. | thought you were leaving.’ 

"Just waiting for a thank you." 

"| didn't ask for your help." He flopped back onto the bed, closing his eyes. "Just go away.” 

But the minutes passed more slowly after Tommy went, even if there was some relief. 

Nikki began to watch the clock 

11:09. 

112. 

What was Vince doing? Had he gone hunting for a chick, to prove he didn't need Nikki at all? Or maybe he was 
lounging on the couch downstairs. Maybe he was half-asleep there, and dreams of Nikki were drifting through 


his mind. Maybe he'd twist, just slightly, to get more comfortable, and his back would arch, and his head would 


tick back, revealing the long column of his neck. Maybe, maybe, his dreams were very good, and a soft moan 


escaped him. 

Nikki sat up and glared at the clock Il:20. And he was hard again. 

After that, genuine thought began to desert him, leaving him with only his emotions and physical pains. The 
burn in his veins. The ache in his lungs as he panted; there just wasn't enough air in the world. Sweat dripping 
over his skin, dampening his jeans and shirt. 

He needed to run Feel the grass, the dirt, under his hands. Under his paws. Feel the wind rustle his scant fur, 
his thick mane. Scent all the wonderful smells coming to him on the air. Taste the blood of some warn, living 
creature in his mouth. 

Feel those soft, pink-painted lips against his mouth. 

Needed to feel the agony of the change as it exploded through him. 

To feel the sweet, ecstatic death of reaching the heights, buried in that lovely, alluring body. 

Needed to become the moon's destructive child once more. 


To become one with his love, just once. 


His love, his love, his love. The one he wanted more than any other, the one he needed. The one he burned for. 


The one his wolfen blood wailed for. His love, his mate. 
He swallowed, his mouth gone dry. 
12:01. 


Time began to blur, and the room seemed to spin around him, as he slipped in and out of his dazed, pained 


stupor. 


When he looked at the clock again, it read 3:31. His pants were short, breath choking in his throat, until he 
thought he would suffocate. 


From down the hall, he heard the faint sound of the shower door clanging closed, and water plinging on 


porcelain Too early for Tommy's parents. Only one other person in the house showered regularly. 


He rose from Tommy's bed, falling into almost a crouch, movements smooth and flowing. He crept down the 


hall. Louder, came the splattering sounds. Over it he heard a voice, high, almost squeaky, singing. 


"When she's hot, well, damn she's hot..." 


A low growl rumbled in his throat, and his eyes narrowed. The crotch of his jeans was achingly tight. His hands 


settled on the doorknob, twisted, and found it locked. 
"Come on and dance. Come on, baby, come on and dance..." 


Lips peeled back over his teeth, he slammed his shoulder against the door, and it flung open. 


Some Kind of Love 


Disclaimer: Not true, not mine 
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_——Chapter Four: Some Kind of Love——— 


The door flew open, and he half-fell, half-stumbled inside. The voice inside the shower hushed, and the stall 
door slid open, a soaking wet blond head poking out. 


"What the fuck?" 


His breath caught painfully in his chest, and he pressed back against the pale, cream-colored wall, sweat- 
slicked palms flat against the cool surface. His wide eyes fixed on the scowling blond. 


"Jesus, Nikki. You look like crap." Vince sighed. "Throw me the towel." 
Nikki swallowed. Fire licked at his body, his soul, and worse, his mind. 


"What, we're not talking today? Fine." Vince turned off the faucet and stepped out of the shower stall, tanned, 
golden flesh dripping. 


The towel hung on a rack three inches from Nikki, who remained glued to the wall, only his eyes following 
Vince's movements as he came close-(too close, too close, too fucking close, and not close enough)-to snatch 
it. The blond wrapped the blue cloth around his waist, watching Nikki with an almost challenging expression 
"What are you doing in here?" 


‘|... His mouth was so dry, his words cracked. "You..” 


"l, you, no way." Vince turned his back, wringing out his hair over the sink. "Forget it. Especially forget about it 
here. We're not fucking in the bathroom" 


Dull pain pounded in his temples. He tried to push the hair out of his eyes, and his hand shook. His eyes stayed 


on Vince, as if in looking away, the other would vanish. "Why?" 


"Why what?" Vince threw an annoyed look over his shoulder. 


"l" Couldn't tell him, couldn't let him know, and it was all a mistake anyway, wasn't it? It wasn't real. This 


goddamn feeling. "I love you." 
Vince turned on his heel, eyes narrowed, glaring. "Will you fucking stop?" 
Anger flushed Nikki's face. "| said | love you." 


"And | don't give a shit" He sneered. "Look at yourself, Nikki. You're wasted. You're so fucking wasted, you think 


you can come in here with this bullshit and I'll believe you? You're fucked in the head, you crazy bastard." 


Blunt fingernails dug into his palms, dug in so hard he could feel droplets of blood mingle with his sweat. He 
shouldn't have spoken, should have shut the fuck up, should have hid it. "Bitch..." 


"Shove it up your ass," Vince spit back, holding the bathroom door wide open "Just get out! 
He didn't move, and his voice came out a low growl: "I love you" 

"Fuck you! Get out! 

Rage pulsed through him; he sprang. He kicked out at the door, slamming it shut. Then his hands locked on 
Vince's shoulders, and he shoved against him, pushing him into the shower door. While the glass door 


thundered, his mouth crushed over Vince's, lips hard and biting. 


Vince managed to grab a handful of his hair, and wrenched his mouth away. "What the fuck is wrong with 
you? Get the fuck off me!" 


"You say, fuck me?" Nikki's fingers dug into Vince's arms. "Fuck youl You can't be a fucking tease all your life, 
you fucking slut” 


"Save the lecture for somebody who cares!" He squirmed, trying to free himself. His eyes snapped with fury. 


"Get of fl" 
That gorgeous body bucked against him, and Nikki groaned as wave after wave of lust crashed over him. Oh, 
God, he couldn't breathe. His pants came harder and faster, and he buried his face in the curve of Vince's 


neck, kissing, licking. Vince tasted like soap, like water, smelled like summer and steam and sex. 


"Goddamn you, Nikki," he was swearing, almost spitting in his anger. Nikki's hands held his arms down, and his 
body lay heavily against Vince's, keeping him anchored against the shuddering shower door. 


"Jesus, Vin," he moaned, devouring the flesh of his neck, teeth scraping at his jaw line. "Why do you have to be 
such a bitch?" 


Vince's knee came arching sharply up toward Nikki's crotch, but he shifted easily out of the way, never 


relinquishing his hold. Little bitch. He bit down on Vince's neck, hard enough to have the blond squalling like a cat 


and thrashing harder than ever. 


He raised his head to look into those soft, velvety eyes, so dark right now with rage. (And fear. Don't fool 
yourself. That's fear.) 


"Nikki." Vince's voce trembled. For the first time, he looked as if he realized this might not be a game. “This 
isn't fucking hot. That hurt." 


Nikki softened, leaned his forehead against Vince's, their eyes staring at one another. His body quivered (with 
need? With pain?) and he pressed closer to Vince. "I love you." 


Whatever Vice found in Nikki's eyes made his own shimmer with fright. "Let me go," he whispered. 


The fear in that voice made a thrill shudder down his spine. His cock throbbed, painfully aroused. Every breath 


he dew in was saturated with Vince's scent. He could smell the fear. "I can't." 


"You're crazy." Vince stared into Nikki's dark, emotion-filled eyes, and felt a ball of dread knot in his gut. This 


was so wrong. "You're fucking crazy." 


Fingers trailed down his bare stomach to tug at the towel wrapped around his waist. Vince shivered as the 
cloth slithered down his legs and fell to the floor. The same fingers caressed his hip with seeming tenderness. 


The bite on his neck stung. 


"Don't fight," Nikki murmured, gathering him close. His eyes were all wrong; no one's eyes should swirl with a 
thousand emotions. Anger, pain, need, want, fear, lust, hate, confusion.love. They were like black pits with no 


end. "Just give in" 


And Vince did But it was the fear he gave in to, striking out at Nikki with his free hand, hitting him across the 
face and wrenching himself away. He dove for the door, but even as he did, he heard the snarl behind him and 
knew he wasn't going to make it. Nikki's arm circled around his waist and yanked him back, throwing him across 
the room. His feet slipped on the tile floor and he crashed to the floor, chin striking linoleum. Pain shot through 
his head, and he lay flat on his stomach. 


"Stupid bitch." 


Nikki's raw growl hurt his ears, and Vince winced, even as a warm-(hot, hot, burning hot)-body dropped over 


his. He tried to roll away, but Nikki was too heavy, too strong. How could he be so strong? 
"You can't do this," he forced out, though he could barely breathe under Nikki's weight. 


"Shut up." The snarling voice didn't sound like Nikki, and the hand that gave his hair a sharp yank didn't feel like 
Nikki's hand. Vince pressed his eyes closed. 


Nikki shifted over him, moving back to straddle this thighs, and a quick, harsh zipping sound filled the room. 
Vince's eyes shot open. "Nikki!" 


"| said shut up, bitch." The hand in his hair lifted him up, then knocked his head down against the floor. "When 


you act like a whore, you get treated like one." 


Panic made his heart pound painfully. his hands reached out for something, anything, and grabbed hold of the 
shower door, still ajar. He pulled, trying desperately to drag himself away. His quick movement unbalanced Nikki, 
and he fell, rolling. 


Vince scrambled to his feet, gasping for air that was still thick and steamy. Had to get out, had to find 
somebody. Nikki was too strong; he shouldn't have been that strong, couldn't be. (And was that really the same 
Nikki who'd bought him a goldfish?) 


Nikki slammed into him from behind, and the shower door rumbled once more as they fell in a twisting, cursing 
pile. Vince curled sharply around, swinging at Nikki with his fists. But Nikki dodged too fast, instead knotting his 
hand in Vince's hair, fingers gripping tighter and tighter until Vince shrieked. 


The first time his head smashed against the shower door, Vince cried out, reaching up to claw at Nikki's hand 
in his hair. The second time, the shooting stars of pain unfocused his vision By the fifth time, red liquid 
trickled down into his eyes. He sagged, dazed, in Nikki's grip. 


The linoleum floor was cool against his stomach and face as he was dropped to it. But Nikki's body over his 


was burning. He moaned. 


Then a hand slip between his thighs, shoving them wide apart. His heart jack-rabbited into his throat, and pain 
was forgotten as he began again to struggle. "Nikki!" 


He managed to crawl halfway into the shower before the hands on his hips hauled him back, back, until he felt 
the red-hot head of Nikki's cock against his ass. His whole body quailed, trembled. 


"Nikki, please, Nikki, Nikki, please" 


And then his plea turned into a scream. Pain split his body; agony ripped through him. His scream wailed, 
slammed off the walls and bounced back into his ears. 


"Fuck" He heard Nikki's growl above him, felt the fingers digging into his hips, felt the hot breath on his back. 
"Fuck, you're tight" 


He scream quivered and died in his throat, and he knew he should say something back, should curse, should 


swear, but no words came to his lips. 


Nikki yanked back, shoved forward, and Vince swallowed his whimper, bit his lip as his body was once more 
impaled. Had to get free... 


He struggled, and instantly, Nikki's fist struck the side of his head, while the thrusts gained strength. 


Pain, pain, such pain! His head sagged, forehead falling against the wet shower floor, against the rubber mat. 
His breath came shallow; his eyes fluttered shut, then open 


Nikki was silent now; there was no sound but that of Vince's breathing, and the pound of flesh on flesh. 


He wasn't here. He couldn't be here. Anywhere but here. This wasn't him. And this wasn't Nikki. Anyone but 


him; anyone but Nikki. Some other two were playing out this scene. 


White walls. The shower walls should be white, but near the floor they were tinted with light orange. Someone 
should clean the walls. They should clean the faucet, too; it was starting to rust. No one had noticed. No one 


had lain on the shower floor before. 
His fingers pressed against the rubber mat. The shower ledge pressed into his stomach. 
He could hear Nikki panting now. Was he close? Please, God, let him be close. 


Lips fell on his back, and he shuddered violently, but didn't move. Kisses. Nikki was kissing his skin, even as his 
thrusts burned into Vince's body. 


Then Vince groaned, as Nikki's hand once again found his hair, this time yanking his head back, arching his neck 
painfully. "Love you," Nikki's rough voice whispered into his ear, and then Vince yelped, as teeth clamped down in 
his shoulder, and ripped away a chunk of flesh. 


He moaned, eyes pressing closed. Some kind of love. 


Nikki's strangled cry tore through the room, tore through Vince's soul. Scorching liquid filled him, and Nikki 
collapsed over him. (God, thank God, it's over, please let it be over..) 


Nikki didn't move. Long minutes passed, and still, Nikki lay as if dead, pinning him to the floor. Slowly, movements 
jerky, Vince squirmed. He pressed his lips tightly together as the cock slid out of his ass, waited for some 
reprimand from Nikki. But Nikki made none, merely rolling over onto his back, away from Vince, eyes blank and 
staring at the ceiling. For a moment, Vince wondered with a vicious glee if he was dead. But that was ridiculous, 


and besides, his chest moved with his breathing. 


His thighs felt sticky as they rubbed together, and he craned his neck so he could look back at himself. Blood. 


More blood slid down in shiny, red droplets over his shoulder. 


He got to his hand and knees, and wavered there, not sure where to go. Not out of the bathroom. Not like this, 


bleeding, naked. He crawled the rest of the way into the shower stall, into the back corner where he couldn't 
see Nikki's prone form, and slid the door shut behind himself. He couldn't sit straight; his ass gave a pained 
stab. He rested on his knees, looking around at the white shower walls, not sure what else to look at. Couldn't 


look at himself. 


Outside, there was a shuffled of movement. Through the bubble-formed glass, he saw Nikki's shadow as he 
stood up slowly, zipped his jeans. Was there blood on the front of his jeans? Vince didn't want to know. 


Nikki walked to the door, started to open it. Then he stopped. Turned to the shower. 
Vince's hands fisted by his sides. Please, no, Jesus, please, just go.. 


The shower door slid open, and Nikki stood in the entrance. His hair was plastered to his face, to his cheeks, 
hanging in his eyes so that Vince couldn't see his expression His smooth face and straight mouth gave nothing 


away. Only a small smudge of dark red marred his jeans. 


Vince stared back at him with all the sudden hate rushing to his eyes. (Those weren't tears staining his 
cheeks, oh no, just sweat, just sweat) "Fuck you." 


Nikki's face didn't change, but he leaned down, reached out and grabbing Vince's chin, hauling him forward. 
Jesus, his hand was so hot; it felt like he'd just had his hand in a flame. He closed the distance between them, 
sealed his lips over Vince's in a quick, angry kiss. Then he released him, flinging him back so that he knocked 


against the shower wall. "Fuck you, too." 


He turned away, opened the bathroom door and stepped out. Vince heard his footsteps fall on the stairs; then 
nothing. 


He grabbed at the shower door and slammed it shut again Gone, gone, he was gone, but who was gone? He 


curled in the corner and laid his cheek against the damp wall, and stared at nothing. 


Aftermath 


Disclaimer: Not true, not mine. 


_——Chapter Five: Aftermath___ 
His booted feet moved down the steps, carried him through the living room, and out the door. He kept his eyes 
fixed straight forward, kept his mind blank, even when he saw the truck pull up in front of the house. Tommy 


hopped out, slamming the door, Mick following more slowly. 


"Hey, dude," Tommy slurred drunkenly, grinning as he ambled toward the house. "You look fucking better. You 
got laid! Dude, | knew you would." 


Nikki jerked away from the hand Tommy reached out. "Fuck off," he snarled, and stalked toward the street that 


would lead out of the development and into the woods. 

Mick caught his arm as he tried to storm past, and held him fast, despite his furious growl. The older man 
leaned in, eyes hooded, nostrils flaring slightly as he breathed in. A look of understanding entered his eyes, but 
he said nothing. 


Nikki shivered and shoved him off. He didn't need their judgment, didn't need their anything. He just needed to 
get the fuck out of here. 


Mick watched him go with a short shake of his head. 
Tommy frowned. "What? Whats wrong?" 
Mick glanced at toward the second story windows of the house. "Go find Vince." 


Why the hell was everybody acting so weird? Nikki was being a fucker, and Mick was giving him orders. But he 


wouldn't mind finding Vince. 


He made for the house, darting in and pausing to sniff around. Even after all the beers, he could still smell 


Vince's soft, clean scent everywhere in the house. No wonder Nikki was so fucked-up. 


It was coming strongest from upstairs, but it seemed to be mingled with other scents. The sweet-sour fear 
smell, the thick, rich hate smell. Then there was a musky remnant of lust, but most of all, there was blood. 


He took the steps two at a time, following the smell to the bathroom. The door was open, and only a little 


moisture on the mirror remained as proof that someone had been showering. He stood inside the doorway, 


eyes flickering everywhere. The towel rack was knocked askew, as if someone had fallen into it. On the shower 


door, there were faint traces of red, and on the floor before the shower door, drops of blood were congealing. 
He slid the shower open, and stared in shock. 


Vince was curled in the far corner, arms hugging his knees to his chest. His hair hid most of his face, but left 
enough revealed that Tommy could see the gash over his left eye, blood beginning to dry where it had dripped 
down his face. There was blood on his shoulder, too, where a chunk of flesh looked like it had been bitten out. 
His cheek was pressed against the shower wall, and his eyes stared at nothing. He didn't even seem to see 


Tommy. 
"Vince?" Tommy gulped, and hanging onto the shower doorframe, leaned half into the stall. "Vinnie, you okay?" 


Then he saw the five small bruise marks, already turning blue, on his hips. Finger marks. And the puddle of 


blood pooling around him. 


"Oh, fuck. Jesus. Jesus Christ. Fuck" He swallowed hard. "Jesus, Vince. Jesus." His jaw clenched, and he hissed. 


"Goddamn fucker. Goddamn" 


Vince still wasn't moving, and Tommy wasn't waiting. The motherfucker was going to pay for this. He flung 
himself out of the bathroom and thundered down the stairs, racing past Mick without a word, up to toward 
the woods. 


With another shake of his head, Mick ignored him, and went into the house, straight up to the bathroom. He 
didn't need to stop to sniff the air; by now scenting was first nature to him. 


He found Vince exactly where he'd expected, still huddled in the back of the shower. Lowering himself to kneel 
on the floor with a grimace, he kept his eyes on the blond. Poor, stupid kid. 


He reached out a hand. "Come here." 


Vince might as well not have heard him; or maybe he didn't. Mick sighed and reached further, laid his hand on 
Vince's good shoulder. Just as he'd expected, an instant shudder shook Vince's body. His eyes turned sharply on 
Mick, and, as though he didn't know who he was looking at, a tiny, mewling noise escaped him, and he began to 
struggle back, as if trying to burrow into the wall 


Mick said nothing, just waited. Slowly, Vince's struggles lessened, and he stilled. Mick slid his hand up, behind the 
blond's neck, and tugged him gently forward. He came, trembling, on hands and knees. When he was under the 
range of the showerhead, Mick stopped him, guided him to sit. He was like an injured puppy; shaking, confused, 
and pliant. When the shower water turned on, he only shivered once more, and sat still as Mick found the bar 


of soap and began to wash him clean, 


When the last of the blood was washed from his skin, and his hair was once more clean and wet, Mick stood, 


ignoring the soft eyes that followed his every move. He left the room. 

In Tommy's closet, he found a pair of jeans that, while too long, had no scent of Nikki on them, and likewise, a 
long sleeve, gray t-shirt with the name of some football team or other. He brought the clothes into the 
bathroom, dropped them on the floor in front of the open shower, and left again. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN 


For endless moments, Vince sat just inside the shower and stared at the pile of clothes. He wanted them, 
wanted to cover himself and the evidence of what had happened. But if he came out, would Nikki be waiting for 
him? Stupid, stupid, Nikki wasn't in here; he was long gone. But what if it was a trick? 

Grinding his teeth together, he crawled out of the shower, eyes darting everywhere, least Nikki jump out like 
some mythical monster. When he saw that no one was there, he couldn't get into the clothes fast enough. His 
shoulder ached sharply, it felt as though it was beginning to stiffen around the bite. How deep was it? Who 
cared, as long as it had stopped bleeding. He'd stopped bleeding in.other places, and he prayed to whatever God 
existed that it wouldn't start again. 


It felt so much better to be clothed He stared into the mirror over the sink, stared back into wide empty 
eyes. Was that him? Didn't look like him. But he didn't feel much like himself. 


He should have said yes. He shivered. Why had he said no? Was there really a reason after all? He wasn't 
"saving" himself. And he wasn't really that scared of it hurting, was he? He should have said yes. 


His hand rose, came to rest alongside the reflection of his face. He pressed his palm to the glass, felt the slick, 


cool wet. Maybe he should have. What did it matter now? 
He left the bathroom cautiously, walked down the stairs with his hands fisted. Please, please, let him be gone.. 


And he was. Only Mick sat at the kitchen table, and somehow, Vince couldn't mind that. He stood at the 


counter, not wanting to sit just yet. 

"It isn't as much his fault as you think it is." 

His eyes flickered to Mick, and he felt himself go cold. "Fuck him. | don't care." 

Mick watched him. "Don't you?" 

"No." He thought he should be angry, should be screaming. His voice remained cold and steady. "I don't." 
"He grew up differently." 


Grew up differently? Lots of people grew up “differently.” Just about everyone, in fact. Not just about 


everyone went around..raping..people they claimed to care about. 


Mick shrugged. "You'll understand soon. | guess it was impossible for you to be with us without becoming one 
of us." 


He didn't know what the hell Mick was talking about, but then, he rarely did He turned his back on the 
guitarist, and his eyes fell on the ice tea pitcher sitting in the shade on the kitchen counter. Tommy's mother 
had found Tommy's old pack of marbles and put them in the bottom of the pitcher, so that strange pink, blue, 
and purple lights glinted through the water. The goldfish drifted contentedly, gills fluttering. 

Vince took the pitcher in bother his hands and slid it close, until he was staring down into the water. Stupid 
fish. It should have died by now. It wasn't supposed to survive. Didn't it know it was only meant to be eaten by 
some bigger fish? 

He took the handle of the pitcher and lifted it, and, just as coldly, with just as little emotion, he hurled it 
across the room. It hit the far wall with a high, chiming smash and shattered. Glass shards skittered across 
the floor, and water pooled. Marbles rolled. 

He walked across to the mess and knelt down in front of a small orange spot on the white floor. He watched 
the fish flop, body curving wetly against the tile, gill coverings opening and closing. Minutes passed. He watched 
until the fish stopped flopping. 

Then he stood, and looked back at Mick. "What would you do?" 

Mick shrugged. 

"Would you leave?" 

"No." 

"Why not?" 

"| want it too much." 

"The band, you mean Fuck the band." 

If you go, you fuck us all over." 

"Get a new singer." 


"You're the only one that fit the band." 


"Right. Sure." He started to sit, and pain stabbed through him. "Christ." He bit his lip until it bled-why not? He'd 


already bled everywhere else-and closed his eyes, turning his face away from Mick. "I just.. | don't understand... 


Oh, fuck. | can't stay here. Not now. Maybe..maybe..later, but not now." 
"You can sleep in Tommy's bed. He won't bother you. I'll stay down here." 
Vince's hands fisted at the words he knew they both were thinking. To watch for Nikki. 


"Think about it before you decide anything.’ 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN www 


As the sun lowered in the western sky, the wolf that was Tommy bounded through the woods, following the 
still-fresh scent of Nikki. The other wolf had passed not long, but he ran a such a speed that capturing him 


seemed impossible. 


But then, ahead, Tommy saw him, crouched over the hot body of a deer carcass. His muzzle was streaked in 
red, as he tore into the deer's side, not seeming to devour, but merely to want to completely tear apart the 


animal. 


The black wolf raised his head as Tommy lunged and bowled into his side. They went rolling over each other in 


a tangle of snapping and snarling. 


Tommy expected a hell of a fight, expected all the damage that would come of it. What he didn't expect was to 
find himself overpowered from the start. When they stopped rolling, he was pinned to the ground by the 
smaller wolf, and his shoulder was already laid open down to the bone. For half a moment, he lay stunned, as 
Nikki continued to rip into him. It was only when he felt the jaws close around his throat that his wits 
returned. He rolled sharply away, flattening himself to the earth, yelping, tail between his rear legs, belly in the 


air. 


Nikki snarled above him, and for a minute, Tommy felt a flash of terror. Nikki wasn't going to stop. He was just 


going to tear into him again. He didn't care about submission. He cared about destruction 
But the black wolf only gave a last menacing snarl, and sprang away. 


Instantly, the change deserted Tommy, and he lay groaning on the ground, human flesh pressed to dirt, blood 
seeping out. Whimpering, he pulled himself up, and began to limp home. 


Mick lay on the living room couch, eyes glinting in the dark as he watched Tommy. Tommy wondered how 


strong you had to be to hold back the change on a full moon. Or how weak. 


He dragged himself up the stairs, quietly so his snoring parents heard nothing, and crept into his room. There 
he paused, startled by the sight of a messy blond head poking out of his blankets. Vince was fast asleep in his 
bed, curled up in a tight ball, his hands clenching the blankets with white knuckles, even in his sleep. Something 


sharp and painful pricked at Tommy heart. Moving even quieter, biting his lip against the pain in his shoulder 
and side, he eased down onto the bed behind Vince, not bothering to get under the blankets. 


He fell asleep with his face buried in the soft, warm wave of Vince's hair. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Dawn fell over the woods, pale pink-gray light creeping through the foliage. Hidden beneath the low-hanging 
branches of a pine, the black wolf shuddered and whimpered as his body shifted back into that of a human 


Nikki didn't move, even when he knew he was completely human. His body shivered rhythmically, and his human 
fingers dug into the dirt, released, and dug again, over and over. But he didn't get up. Not for a long, long time. 


He could smell Vince on his skin. 


Ch-ch-ch-changes 
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——-Chapter Six: Changes——— 


He stayed. No one knew why. Maybe even Vince himself didn't know why. If he did, he kept the knowledge locked 


away deep inside himself. 


Mick could only be relieved. Somehow, the four of them had managed to find the perfect combination of people. 
He, Tommy, Vince, and Nikki meshed together, in a way no one had expected, and their music showed it. Vince... 
he wasn't even that good of a singer, really. But somehow, his attitude was what showed through when he 


sang, and that, in tune with each of them, was what was going to make them great. 
That was, if Vince and Nikki could over this whole..incident. 


They didn't speak to each other any more. Mick couldn't recall having seen them talk to each other since the 
afternoon Nikki had come crawling home a muddy, stinking mess. Vince was standing in the kitchen when he 
came, just standing there staring out the window over the sink. Nikki walked in, and he turned, their eyes 
locking. No expression showed in either gaze. Then Nikki brushed past, moving upstairs, and Vince turned into 
the living room. No words, and from then on, they didn't look at each other either. It wasn't healthy, Mick was 


certain, but it was something they'd have to work through themselves. 


Besides. Vince had bigger concerns now. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


He couldn't stop fidgeting. Couldn't sit the fuck still. Vince's gaze darted everywhere at once, ignoring the movie 
screen, instead taking in all the little details around him. The fat man across the aisle, digging into a popcorn 
tub. The little girl whining at her mother; she hated this movie, could they go home now? Vince knew how she 
felt. 


The teenage couple in the back row across from them had the right idea. The boy lay draped half over his 
girl, pressing her down into the seats. Their mouths were locked in a slow, lazy dance, and his hand had 


vanished up her shirt. 


He felt a slow warmth begin to build in his gut. He swallowed. 


Too bad he and Tommy weren't together. 

Not that he would have minded if they were. After all, Tommy was.. Well, Vince wasn't certain what he was, 
but it appealed to him. Looking at his profile in the dark, he could see the whole Greek thing. Kind of reminded 
him of one of the statues of the gods or something. You wouldn't think about it most of the time, with their 
stage make-up, and his wild hair, going nuts behind his drums, but..yeah. Vince could see it. 

The warmth inside him was coiled and waiting, straining. He wanted to set it free. 

In the dark, he looked straight forward at the movie screen. His hand crept to Tommy's forearm, on the 
armrest between the two of them, and he touched the inside of his wrist with two soft fingers. Tommy 
shifted, glancing at him with a glint of curious eyes. Vince didn't look back at him, just slid his fingers down, to 


rub at Tommy's palm, then trailed up to his shoulder, back down again. 


"Tommy." His voice was low, almost inaudible, but he knew Tommy was still watching him, and listening. "Nikki 


said you wanted me" 
He felt Tommy stiffen "Aw, fuck, Vince," he muttered back "What do you listen to that asshole for: 
"Don't you want me?" 

"Fuck Fuck, Vin, no" 


"That's too bad" His hand slid away from Tommy's arm, falling into the other's lap, fingers trailing briefly over 


his crotch. "| want you." 

He heard Tommy's swallow, felt him go completely still. "What are you doing?" 
‘Nothing yet" His fingers began to kneed, 

"Fuck," Tommy hissed. 

| think you do want me." A sly smile curled his lips. 

"Stop it" Tommy grabbed Vince's hand and pushed it away. 


“Tommy.” Vince pressed closer, tease gone from his voice, hands going straight to Tommy's shoulders and 


turning him so they faced each other. "Fuck me." 
"Jesus, will you get a grip? What, are you drunk? Come on, man, we're at the movies." 


"Hey," came an annoyed voice, as someone in front of them glared back over their shoulder. "Do you mind?" 


Vince caste a baleful look at the intruder. Fucker. In an instant, he swung a leg over Tommy's lap, so that he 
straddled the drummer, knee wedged between the seats confine and Tommy's thigh. His cock twitched inside 
his pants. "Tommy," he whispered, hands flexing on his shoulders, staring down into his eyes in the darkness. 
Tommy gazed back up at him, lips slightly parted, eyes waiting. 

Slowly, slowly, he lowered his head, until he was so close that Tommy's face became a blur, and his eyes 
drifted closed. Their lips met, softly at first, just barely brushing. Then they settled against each other more 
firmly, lips parting to let mouths meld. Vince moaned, hands moving back into Tommy's hair to fist and tug. He 
could feel the heat building inside him, more insistent than he'd ever felt before, even though..even though... He 
shut off the thought. 

(Even though Nikki's kisses had been so much better) 

Until a paper cup knocked into his head, and coca-cola spilled over his hair, dripped down his face. 


"Get the fuck out, fags!" a voice shouted from across the aisle. 


Vince's fingers yanked sharply, but he ignored Tommy's sharp yelp. "Who the fuck said that?" he snarled, 
trying in vain to see in the darkness. 


"Right here, fucker!" The offender stood, and rubbed his fist against his palm. "Come on, cocksucker, come on" 
Fucker, fucking little fuckshit- His muscles quivered, and he shoved off Tommy, ready to lunge. 


Tommy caught him at the last minute, wrapping an arm around his waist to keep him anchored down. "Fuck, 
Vince, calm the hell down" 


"Your girlfriend afraid I'll mess up your hair?" the fucker taunted. "Sit down and shut up or get the hell out." 
"Up yours, bitch!" Vince struggled against Tommy. "Fucking let go!" 
"You fucking perv, you wanna come in here and do that shit? Gotta shove it in our faces!" 


"Fuck you!" Blinding rage flashed in front of his eyes like red streaks. Who did that asswipe think he was? Vince 


wanted to tear into him, wanted to rip him apart. 


"Shh." Tommy's voice cooing in his ear calmed him, hands stroking through his hair. "Relax, Vinnie. Calm down, 


it's okay." 


He hadn't even realized he'd been baring his teeth until he felt his lips lower down to cover them again. 


Frowning, he let Tommy hold him. Snarling? Like Nikki. 


The tenseness washed out of his body, and he leaned into Tommy, limp-limbed, but for a moment. Then he 


shoved away and stood, not waiting to see if Tommy followed, and stalked from the theater. 

Outside, he paced before the doors, until Tommy slid out. 

"Dude, are you okay?" 

"No. Just fucking...no." He turned on his heel and grabbed hold of Tommy's shoulders once more, hopping up this 
time and wrapping his legs around Tommy's waist. A smile flickered across his face, as he felt the lust coil 
tighter. "You're hot." 

"Vince, | think maybe we should go home." 

"Good idea" But he leaned down, locked his lips over Tommy's again. They were soft and pliant, and he liked that. 
His cock was half hard already, and he rocked against Tommy, so that he nearly lost his balance and sent them 
both sprawling across the floor. "I want you to fuck me." 

"Shit, Vince, | can't." 

"Yes, you can" 

Tommy grimaced. "What if | hurt you?" 

"You can go slow, can't you?" 

‘Its only been two weeks. What if you're still. dont know.. What if you didn't heal yet?" 

"| don't care." Hot lust faded momentarily, and he buried his face in the curve of Tommy's neck. He shivered 
with the fear rippling through him. Maybe it was too soon, maybe he was too scared, maybe he shouldn't, 
but.. "If | don't do it now, who knows how long till | do. I'll be a fucking scared virgin without the virginity. 
Jesus, that sounds lame. But | want to forget" He leaned back, eyes pleading. "Please, Tom. You're my friend. | 
need you." 

"Christ" But his arms slid around Vince, holding him up. "Come on, let's go home." 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Nikki lay half asleep on the couch when he heard the key turn in the lock. His eyes drifted open, and he 


watched as Tommy and Vince stumbled in. Or rather, Tommy stumbled in, hunchbacked, while Vince rode him 


piggyback. 


"Fuck, Vin," Tommy grunted, staggering. 


Vince slid down, grinning in the half-lit room, and grabbed his hand, tugging at him before he ever finished 


locking the door. "Come on!" 
Tommy gave up on trying to lock the door, and turned to let Vince pull him away. 
Then they saw Nikki, and froze. 


He stared back at the, eyes blank Where were they going? Upstairs. Together. He could smell the lust rolling 
off Vince, stronger than he'd ever smelled it before. Mick had been right. He'd fucked Vince up badly. 


~~"What do you mean he's gonna change?" Nikki had demanded, only days ago. 

"He's infected" 

He'd glared at Mick helplessly. "Fuck. Fuck! | only bit him the once. It wasn't that deep." 
"Where else did he bleed?" Mick asked patiently. 

Nikki winced. 

| don't suppose you used a condom. No, | didn’t think so. You infected him. He'll change." ~~ 


Nikki didn't move from where he lay. He swallowed, and forced his eyes away from Tommy's nervous ones, and 


Vince's cold, glaring ones. 

Vince was his. His. Not Tommy's. 

But Tommy had never hurt him. 

They were going past now; he could hear their footsteps clomping up the stairs. 


He closed his eyes and pressed his face into the couch pillow. He wanted to scream. 
Tommy balked at the door to the bathroom. "What? Shit, no, dude." 
Vince swallowed on a dry throat and leaned against the doorframe. He could feel the light sweat on his skin, it 


felt like he was burning slowly from the inside out. "Tom-" His voice rasped dryly, and it took two more 


swallows before he could speak. "Please, Tommy. Just come the fuck on" 
"Not in there." 


He started to back away, but Vince caught him, both hands fisting in his hair and dragging him into the 


bathroom, foot kicking the door shut. 
"Fuck, man, keep it down. My folks." Tommy winced. "This is so fucked up." 


Somehow, that struck Vince as hilarious, and he had to bite his lip to stop from bursting into laughter. "I know. 


Come here." 

‘Lam here." 

"No. Closer." His hands tightened in Tommy's hair, pulling him closer, until their bodies were flush against each 

other. He arched up, grabbing at Tommy's mouth with his own. His teeth bit lightly into Tommy's lower lip, his 
tongue sliding out to run over it. His hand crept down between them, down to unzip Tommy's jeans and slip in. 

Tommy grunted, pushed into his hand, but pulled his head back, freeing his lip. "I thought you said slow." 

"Fuck slow." Vince broke of his arms and grabbed at the hem of his blue tank top, yanking it over his head. He 
had to do this fast, while this strange heat burned strong, before it deserted him, and he fell to the floor in a 
cold mess. 

In an instant, he stood naked in the center of the bathroom, tile cool against his feet, contrasting sharply with 
the hard heat elsewhere. His hair fell over his shoulders, and he could feel the stickiness of the coke weighing 

it down. His eyes slanted at Tommy. "What are you waiting for?" 


"Fuck" The front of his pants was tented; his eyes looked hazy. "Nikki-Nikki's gonna kill me." 


Vince's eyes lidded halfway. "Fuck Nikki. Better yet.." He moved close, sliding his arms up around Tommy's neck, 
nudging his cock against Tommy's thigh. "Fuck me." 


"Shit, yeah." 
Vince could taste victory, and it tasted more intoxicating than any drink 
Tommy was leaning in, hands reaching to gently stroke Vince's waist. 


An image shot through his mind like an icy dart: Long, gentle fingers caressing his hip. Then later, lips kissing 
lovingly over his back. Before the bite came. 


He yanked away from Tommy, dragging in a deep breath. Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. 
"Vince?" 


"Shut up." He swung back around, hands gripping Tommy's shoulders, and spun them around, so Tommy had his 
back to the open shower. Vince shoved him down, and Tommy went willingly, even if confusion was written in 


his eyes. They lay half in the shower, half out, and Vince knew the ledge was pressing into Tommy's back, knew 
and didn't care. He didn't care about getting rid of Tommy's clothes any further than ripping the button of his 


jeans open, and freeing his cock. 

"Wait," Tommy said, when Vince crouched above him. 

"What?" Vince didn't want to wait. He could feel Tommy's dick brushing his ass, and he wanted it in him. Jesus, 
he'd been so fucking stubborn with Nikki; now all he wanted was to get fucked. Was this all his need to wash 
away the memory of Nikki, of being used, of being torn? Maybe. But somehow, he didn't think the dry heat 
burning through him had anything to do with his mind. 


"Shampoo. Get the shampoo container." Tommy tried to reach from where he lay, but couldn't. 


Vince snatched the bottle from the rack and handed it to Tommy. "What for?" His hands curled over Tommy's 


chest, fingernails scraping over his nipples where they poked up under his shirt. 


Tommy pushed him away a little, poured a glop of the whit shampoo into his hands, and slathered it over his 
cock. "Im not Nikki," he said shortly. "I'm not going to fucking make you bleed." 


That should have meant something to him. Shouldn't it? But he felt nothing but impatience. From a distance 
outside of himself, Vince knew this was all wrong, almost as wrong as Nikki had been. But he didn't want to 
stop. 


"Okay." Tommy dropped the bottle on the shower floor, and gripped Vince's bare hips, drawing him down. 


He was nearly panting with eagerness, sweat dripping into his eyes, hands shaking. Tommy was bringing him 
down slowly, so that he felt the cock nudge his entrance, hesitantly, as if were afraid to enter. 


"Fuck!" He rolled his hips and sank down hard. 
"Fuck!" Tommy echoed his sentiment, fingers digging into his hips as he jerked up reflexively. 


Vince's head flew back, gasping, eyes gone wide. Oh, God, it hurt! And at the same time, it was so good! He felt 


stretched and aching, but his dick seemed to swell even more. 

"Are you~?" 

"Fuck, yeah. Come on" He rocked a little, moaned. "Fuck me already." 

Then everything became a blur, as Tommy did. The motion went straight through Vince, past his mind, past his 
soul, into some deep part of his being where it was all he knew. Rocking, aching, rising, falling. Hot pleasure 


surged over him like an ocean wave of liquid fire. From somewhere far away, he heard all the little sounds, the 


gasps, the moans, the groans, the grunts, the wet slide as Tommy thrust into him. 


Then he could feel it all building up, so suddenly his head spun. "Jesus Christ, Tommy!" 


Tommy snarled, hips lifting fully off the ground as he pounded upward. His shoulders curved up, too, and he 
grabbed Vince's erection in his hands, stroking, squeezing, hard and fast. 


A low keen rose in Vince's throat, and his lips peeled back, and then he was coming. His eyes pressed closed. 
Through the emptiness, dark eyes invaded his soul. And in his mind, he screamed the name he could feel 
frozen on his lips. Nikki. 


Animalize 


Disclaimer: Not true, not mine. 


_——Chapter Seven: Animalize___ 

"How's he doing?" 

Tommy shot Nikki a glower. "What the fuck do you care?" 

He could hit him. Nikki watched him, felt his gut tighten, felt his jaw clench. He could deck him out, could make 
him bleed, and every drop of blood would be worth it. Be worth it for every time he had found them kissing, 
had found Tommy kissing his Vince, had found them together. For every night the last week and a half that he 
had known they were together, fucking. For the morning he'd come up to see why they weren't coming down to 
practice, for having seen Vince there, naked, soft, and blond, curled up and half hidden by blue blankets as he 
worked at sucking Tommy off. 


But it was worse to see Tommy's arm around Vince's shoulders, as though it belonged there. As though Vince 
belonged to him. 


He couldn't hit him, though. Not when it was his own fault. 
Nikki focused his attention on the TV set. 


Soft footsteps fell on the carpet, and Nikki looked without turning to see Vince re-enter the room and settle 


down beside Tommy, tucking his feet under him on the couch. "Can we, uh, practice later maybe?" 


He didn't look okay. Nikki felt the shreds of worry swirl inside him. Vince's face was white, forehead beaded 
with sweat. His hands trembled, even when they lay still. 


"Sure, babe," Tommy agreed, arm sliding absently around his waist. 

Babe? Nikki arched his eyebrows, at the same time as his teeth ground together. 

Vince didn't even seem to notice the term, or, in fact, notice Tommy. He stared dully at the TV screen. 

A second later, he sprang up, eyes going wide. He lunged for the kitchen, hand clamped over his mouth, but his 
foot caught on the edge of the carpet, and he went sprawling. Almost before he hit the floor, his mouth 


opened, and vomit spewed out. It pooled on the carpet, liquid tinged with bright red. 


Nikki slid alarmed eyes to Mick, while Tommy ran to pick him up. 


Mick agreed with a slight nod. 
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‘lm fine," Vince insisted flatly, when Tommy dropped him on the bed. Jesus, why didn't he just shout to all the 
world what a pussy he was? Getting carried by his fucking..whatever the hell Tommy was. 


"You're not fine." Tommy leaned over and kissed him on the sweaty forehead; Vince bristled silently. "Just lay 
down and rest." 


He rolled over on his side. "Leave me alone then" 

"Vinnie..." 

"And will you stop fucking calling me that?" 

Tommy sighed, and retreated a step. "Do you need anything?" 
"IF | do, I'll fucking get it myself. Now get out" 


The door closed, and Vince relaxed. Maybe he was being ungrateful. But fuck, he didn't need to be treated like a 
little kid, especially not by a "boyfriend". He didnt want a boyfriend. 


(He wanted Nikki) 

He hated Nikki. 

Maybe... (He loved Nikki) 

Fuck, no. 

His stomach rolled, and he groaned. What the fuck could there possibly be left to puke? 

"You should eat" 

He startled at the voice, rolled over to find Mick staring down at him. "Jesus, Mick. Do you want to kill me?" 


He shrugged. "You're going to throw up anyway. You might as well have something to get rid of. Your stomach 
will bleed less that way. Besides, it'll calm you down" 


Vince scowled. "If | go downstairs again, Tommy'll just offer to make me chicken soap or some shit. I'm staying 


right here." 


"Steak." 
"Huh?" 


"You should eat steak. Not poultry or pork; there's more chance of disease eating it raw. You do want it raw 


don't you?" 


Raw steak. Raw and bloody, dripping down the side of his face, soft and warm as his fingers dug into it. He 
frowned. Only it wouldn't be warm, would it? It would be cold if it was raw. That didn't seem right. 


Mick sighed and sat down beside him. "Nikki wants me to explain it to you, not that it'll make any sense. It was 
easier with Tommy. He knew what he was getting into, and he wanted it. You don't have any idea what's 


happening." 


"l'm fucking sick | get it, okay?" He lay flat on his back, stared at the ceiling. "Fucker probably gave me a 
disease. Bastard." 


‘In a way he did. But you can't get rid of it” 
He felt a shiver go through his mind. Was it worse than he'd thought? "I'll go to a doctor." 


"They wouldn't understand, and they'd want lots of tests. They might even decide to hold you as some sort of 


experiment." 
Vince gave Mick a dirty look. "Please don't let this be one of your screwball stories." 


Mick ignored him. "Restlessness comes first. It affects your mind. Then it starts to affect your body. First as 
a fever, then it begins messing in your natural functions. Sex, food. It makes you want things differently than 


you did before. It'll change eventually, back to normal for most of the month. Think of it like PMS." 


Vince sighed. You couldn't stop Mick when he went on a kick like this. You just had to wait and hope he got 
through it soon. 


"Now its starting to work on your body itself. That's why you're so hot all the time. Its changing you, working 


inside you, and work always makes you hotter." 
"Aw, does Mickey think I'm hot?" 


"In five days, when the full moon rises, your bone structure will shift. It'll stay that way until the moon sets, 
or the sun rises, whichever comes first. Unless it's a new moon, you'll always be able to change come 
moonrise, but during the full moon, it will be unavoidable. The days surrounding the full moon will be the most 


difficult for you emotionally. The animal will want out, and animals don't understand human restraint. What they 


want, they take." 
"Mick. Have you been dropping acid recently?" 


The guitarist leaned close, a tiny sarcastic smile curling his lips. "Why do you think Nikki attacked you during a 


full moon?" 


Vince shot straight up, eyes blazing. "Don't you fucking dare do that! Just shut the fuck up. | don't want to talk 
about it, and | don't want to talk about him. Don't drag that into your fucking psycho trip.” 


"You can't blame him so much," Mick went on steadily. "He was only eleven, you know. He didn't have anyone to 
help him through it, or explain it to him. He was all alone, and he survived. But he doesn't see things the same 
way we do. Maybe he's more animal than any of us ever can be, because he was so young. He thinks like an 
animal. There's no indecision. He knows what he wants, and he takes it. When he hates someone, he destroys 
them. When he loves someone, he protects them. Maybe that's better than being human" 


"Fuck you," Vince hissed. "Fuck you, get out. Now." 


Mick rose. "Five days." 
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He was dying. He was fucking dying, and he was terrified, but there was far too much pain to care about fear. 
Flames licked at his body, flames burned his soul. There wasn't enough air in the world to satisfy him, his 


lungs were scorched. 

He could hear voices, trying to calm him, mostly Tommy's voice, occasionally Mick, telling him he was all right. 
If he could just hear that other voice, low and vaguely husky, maybe he would believe he really was all right. 
But that voice didn't speak. 

Once, just once, that face leaned over him, and dark eyes gazed into his. Those eyes were hazy, drugged, but 
they felt like a life raft. For one instant, he could forget the pain. For one instant, all he wanted to reach up 
and grab onto Nikki, wrap himself around Nikki and beg to be saved But before he could, Nikki moved away, and 


the reality of agony crashed down again on him. 


"What's fucking wrong with him?" Tommy kept demanding, as though the answer would change. 
"He's turning,” Mick said, again, simply. 


Nikki stayed in the corner, very quietly gnawing on his lips, until they were little more than bloody swells of 


flesh. His blood burned (was it the same fire that was in Vince's veins?) and seeing Vince lying there didn't help. 
Did he have to groan so loudly? Did he have to whimper? Did it hurt so much? Nikki couldn't remember 
anymore what the first change had felt like. Now all he knew was the slow torture of waiting for that brief 
flash of agony, and then no pain, just freedom. 

"Tommy?" 


Nikki glanced to the door at the sound of Tommy's father. 


"Tommy, what's going on in there? Is that Vince? He's sick, Tommy. He needs to go to the hospital, and you 
know it" 


"No, he doesn't,” Tommy called back, and sweat soaked his shirt. He wiped the hair out of his eyes, and 
continued pacing. "He's fine. He'll be fine." 


"Tommy, this has to stop!" He sounded furious. "You can't keep doing this, not in my house! | won't have you 
shooting up-" 


"Fuck!" Tommy yelled 

Nikki whirled back to Vince. "Jesus!" 

Vince's jaw gaped open, blood streaking down his face, smeared where he had writhed. His body was still human, 
but his teeth had morphed into something else, into long, canine fangs. He screamed, eyes rolling back in his 
head, blood dripping from his gums. 

It was just like Tommy, Nikki tried to reassure himself. The first time, it didn't go fast. Your bones were all 
changing, and some things changed before others. It was normal for one feature to pop out before the others. 


For the teeth to come, and then maybe the hands would change next, then the rest of the body. 


But the color drained from his face at the sight; Vince, sweating and human and screaming, blond hair flying, 
eyes wide, and those fangs in his mouth. 


"Fuck," he swore. The windows were turning orange with dusk; they should have moved him sooner. What had 


made them think they could do this here? 

"Time to go," Mick announced calmly. 

"Vince?" Tommy grabbed his shoulder. "Vince, stop fucking yelling!" 
"Make him stop," Nikki ground out. 


"Vince!" 


He couldn't stand the screaming; it grated on his ears. In two angry strides he crossed the room, hand balled, 
and swung. His fist cracked into Vince's jaw, and the blond dropped like a lead weight into the blankets. He 
huddled there, quivering, half-sobbing. 


"Bring him," he ordered, and stalked from the room. 


Tommy's father was still outside, and Nikki shoved past with no regard for him, clearing the way for the 
others. Tommy followed in his wake, staggering under Vince's weight as he held the changing werewolf close to 


his chest. Mick came along, last in line. 


Halfway up the meadow hill, Tommy stumbled and fell, and Vince went tumbling in the grass, whimpering. Nikki 
whirled back, blood pounding in his ears, and snarled at Tommy for his carelessness. He snatched up the fallen 
blond, taking him and running, though it seemed he should have fallen under the burden. The fire raced in his 
blood; his head drummed and his heart throbbed. Night seemed to drop like a stone upon them. The last traces 
of light would fade fast, and the moon had already risen 


He felt Vince's fingers like claws digging into his back, felt his face buried against his shoulder. His fangs 
clamped and released in rhythm, unconsciously biting into Nikki's flesh, and Nikki knew he was fighting against 


the screams. 


There, ahead, was the dip in the fields, shadowed from the development, no one would see them. He could hear 
the others behind him, as he laid Vince on the ground, and fell to his knees, groaning, and the change took hold 
of him. 


The pain came, like fireworks exploding in him, and he dropped into the grass, losing himself for that one brief 


moment as he always did. 


When he regained consciousness, he was wolfen, and so were Tommy and Mick. They had removed their clothes 
along the way; he hadn't thought to. Calmer now, he wriggled free of his pants and shirt; his shoes had already 
fallen off. 


Vince lay in the grass, eyes closed. Nikki guessed he, too, had passed out. But his body was shuddering slowly, 
as his form began to change. Watching was like watching a magic show. He gazed with rapt attention 


His face was the first to follow the change. The angles shifted, jaw lengthening, nose following, going long and 
sharp. His brows seemed to thicken, and lower. His ears, small and human, sharpened at the tops, turning to 


points, and began to lengthen, sweeping back into elegant, almost elfin, ears. 


Then his neck, already long, stretched to align itself with a body that rested on four legs. His torso grew, ribs 
splitting to create a different sort of cage. his arms became legs, fingernails growing into vicious claws, the 
bones in his hands arching to create paws. His thighs were suddenly thicker, stronger. If they hadn't already 
stripped his clothes off at the house, his pants would have been torn. His ankles lengthened, so that on all 


fours, his feet would easily rest flat on the ground. 


When Vince began to stir, when he lifted his head, he wasn't Vince anymore. He was something else. Something 
straight out of a horror comic. When he climbed unsteadily to his four feet and stared around himself with 
bewildered eyes, Nikki felt the first wash of pride. And suddenly he wanted his voice, wanted human words, so 
that he could tell Vince how beautiful he was, with his mane of silver, his tanned flesh filled out in a wolfen 


body. 
Vince's eyes were on him, velvet swirled through with silk, soft in their fright: 
Nikki stood still, waiting, eyes holding all his invitation Come, his eyes said, and I'll show you everything. 


The blond wolf wavered, one forepaw lifting, poised, as though he couldn't decide. An anxious whine rose in his 


throat. 


Then the taller wolf slid forward, jaws wide and grinning, tongue lolling. Tommy nuzzled his head under Vince's 
neck, giving soft, happy whines. For an instant longer, Vince gazed at Nikki. Then he turned into Tommy, 
shouldering close to the tall wolf. 


Nikki sat back on his haunches, coldness a ball in his chest. He threw his head back, and let loose a long, 
mournful howl. Halfway through, Mick's wolfen voice rose to join his, then Tommy's. Vince gave a sharp yip, as 
though he was yet certain how to make such a sound as they did. 


Mick rose and moved away first, feet carrying him unerringly toward the wooded patch. Tommy nudged Vince's 
shoulder with his muzzle, and the blond wolf followed him, moving awkwardly. For the first time, Nikki didn't try 
to lead, but followed behind them all. If he was behind, no one could see the icy pain in his eyes. 


LA. Wildlife 


Disclaimer: Not true, not mine. 
Wow, long time no write, eh? Sorry this chapter isn't so good, but | had to force myself to get back into the 


writing groove. 
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———Chapter Eight: LA. Wildlife——— 


"This was a remarkably bad idea," Mick commented as they walked in the door of their new home. And they all 
knew it was true. Countless bars, strip joints, drug dealers.. LA. was the worst possible place four werewolves 
could choose to settle. But it was just there that they went. There was no choice, in the end. LA. was the "it" 


town. You were there or you were nobody. And they were going to fucking well be somebodies. 


Even if that meant that at one am., the half full moon glowing above the rooftops, Vince was crawling through 
a dark, dank alley that stank of sewage and rat shit. The cement felt unnatural under his tender paws, tiny 
gravelly rocks cutting his skin. But at the moment, he had more interesting thoughts to occupy his mind. Like 
that urine-tinted, musky scent lurking under a pile of soggy newspapers in the alley's far corner. He moved 


deeper into the alley, muzzle snuffling against the ground. 


As he nudged the wet pile with his nose, a high-pitched squeal sounded, and a gray fur-ball streaked out. Lips 
peeling back in a soundless snarl, he whirled to chase the rat. But his foot slipped on the damp papers, and he 
lost his balance, pitched over to fall on his side. With a muffled yelp of annoyance, he scrambled back to his 
feet, only to find his prize..claimed. A tall wolf stood in the alley's entrance, limp rat body clamped in its jaws. 
Tommy? Vince's eyes pricked forward and he began to trot toward the other wolf. 


Halfway there, his stride faltered, and he stopped. That wasn't Tommy's scent; the coal black mane wasn't 


Tommy's. 


Nikki lowered his head and stepped forward, padding slowly. Three paces from Vince he stopped, dropped the 


rat, and moved back again. 

Vince's eyes narrowed, ears pressing flat against his skull. What kind of game was this? 

Nikki whined pleadingly. 

Moving with tense, jerky strides, Vince neared the rat. The scent of fresh blood rose to twirl enticingly around 


him. He darted down, snatching up the rat and crunching down on the small, frail body. Bones snapped in his 
jaws, and the warm, delicious flavor of the meat filled his mouth. He gulped it down, keeping his eyes on Nikki. 


For a brief instant, the dark wolf's ears pricked, as though in happiness, and his jaws parted, tongue lolling. Then 
he turned and ran, leaving Vince staring after him. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Later, much later, when the first traces of dawn slid over LA, he rested in Tommy's arms, sprawled out in 


bed, the tiny radio crackling noisily as it attempted to play the hit station. 

"You're so quiet," Tommy murmured, hands stroking over Vince's shoulders and arms. 

Vince said nothing, just let Tommy hold him. 

"Are you okay?" 

‘Im fine." 

"You sure?" 

He let his head loll back, leaning against Tommy's shoulder. "Where's Nikki?" 

"He said he was gonna run" 

‘Its morning. He should be back" What if someone saw him in the light? It was easy to see monsters in the 
dark, but easier to see freaks of nature by day. Monsters were ignored. Monsters weren't real. Freaks were 
destroyed 

"Maybe he went to see a chick. Or maybe he's with Doug. Weren't they trying to book us time in a studio?" 
"Yeah. Maybe." Vince felt warm lips on the curve of his neck, and tried to relax into the touch. Tried and failed 
"I wish you wouldn't go out alone." 


Whatever part of him had managed to relax tensed right back up. "Don't" 


Its not safe," Tommy insisted. "This is LA, dude, you know what kind of fuck-ups live here. Remember that 
guy we found in the back room at Whiskey, trying to bite people's necks?" 


"We bite people," Vince reminded him absently. 


"We don't suck their blood, dude. The guy was whacked. These people are seriously fucked-up, Vinnie. You don't 
want to mess with them." 


"Why do you always act like I'm some innocent little kid that you need to protect?" Still, Vince, didn't move out 


of his arms. "And | told you not to call me Vinnie." 


"Vinnie, Vin, Vinnie," Tommy sighed, wrapping his arms around Vince's waist and squeezing lightly. "Is it easier at 


least? Changing? Doesn't hurt like a mother anymore, does it?" 
"No" His tone was flat. "Its easy.” 


And he hated it. because he wasn't an animal. He was a man. He wanted to be a man. And with each alley that 
he awakened in, every morning that he looked in the mirror at his trashed face, at the blood streaking his skin 


-was it his blood? Someone else's?-he hated himself a little more. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


The full moon curved along on its path through the sky, oblivious to the havoc it wrought below. 


One foot in front of the other, slow, careful steps, breathing deep. But it wasn't working! Vince gasped in a gulp 


of warm, panicky air. God, he wasn't walking slowly at all, he was almost bouncing off the walls as he paced. 


It wasn't so bad as last time, he reminded himself, and far better than that first excruciating change. But 
knowing that it was better didn't help it to feel any better. He needed-and the thought made him cringe-to 


run. 


He stopped at the window and stared out at the street. Too many people lingering. And in the back alley... Well, 


he already knew who was out there. Growling, and stalking, and waiting. 


He wished Tommy was here. They could have fucked to get some of the tension out, then run the streets 
together. If Tommy was with him, Nikki wouldn't dare bother him, follow him. If Tommy was there, it would be 
as though Vince was wearing a collar with his name on it. Without Tommy, all bets were off. And of course, 


what had the dumb fuck done but left Vince here? "Fuck it, dude, | don't want to hold back. l'm going out, and 


you can come or not." 


A long, echoing howl rose from the alley. It sent shivers down his spine, made him want to throw back his 
head and howl back. A nauseating wave rolled over him, as pain crunched through his skeleton. His bones 


wanted to shift, he wanted to badly to change- His fists clenched, teeth grinding together. 

Nikki howled again, and the agony pounding through him was unbearable. All reasonable thought was lost. 

In an instant he was at the back door, plowing past the garbage piled up, ripping at his clothes as he went. The 
lacings on his pants wouldn't come loose, and he rolled on the ground in a fit of frenzy, fingers clawing at the 
fastenings. Agony burned through him. The lacings tore free, and he yanked his pants down around his hips, 


just as the final burn seized him, and the world went black. 


An instant later, consciousness again found him. He dragged himself up, head lowered, muscles quivering. His 


eyes focused on the dark, shadowy shape watching him from behind the unused dumpster. The black wolf 
stepped forward. 


Panic raced through Vince's veins, and he spun away, paws gripping cement. Behind him, Nikki moved in utter 
silence, but Vince knew he was following. He quickened his pace, dashing from the alley and onto the main 


street. Someone shouted-he couldn't see who-but he ignored them, legs churning beneath him. 


He streaked through the dark city streets, only half lit by corner lights. As he ran, the burn of panic only 
heightened. And suddenly, he wasn't at all sure that it was fear. His mind spun and he could barely see where 


he was going, let alone think clearly. But this heat..this abrupt need to slide to a halt, to double back.. 


His jaws snapped together in annoyance, closing on empty air so hard that his entire skull hurt. And he let his 


pace slow. 


Nikki was still back there, but he wasn't overtaking Vince; he must have slowed as well. Vince had the sense 
that it was a game they played, had always been a game. 


He hated the wolf's body that entrapped him. But as long as he was in it, there were no human emotions to 
inhibit him. Only the raw wants of an animal. 


His feet slowed further, his muscles tightening with caution He slunk low to the ground, swerving into a 
darkened side street. In the shadow farthest from the main road he turned back, eyes sharp and gleaming. 


The black wolf entered the alley. His mane seemed to stand up on end, eyes sweeping over the silver-blond 


wolf hiding in the darkness. He snarled softly, dominantly. 


He should run. Vince knew he should. Everything inside him knew it. But the wolf didn't. The wolf shivered. The 
wolf crept obediently out of the shadow, slinking with his belly close to the ground. 


Heat, heat, a ball of heat curling inside him. He panted lightly. 

Nikki stalked forward on stiff legs, circling him. Face-to-face, he stopped, lifted his upper lip to bare long fangs. 
Vince's whine caught in his throat, and he dropped fully to the ground, rolling over to show his vulnerable 
underside. He whimpered when a cold nose poked at his belly. One bite, all it would take was one bite. He 


quivered, stayed absolutely still. 


Then there was another growl, but not from Nikki. Vince craned his neck to see, found a tall brown wolf 


bristling several feet back from them. He snarled, stepped forward. 


A warring growl came from Nikki, but Tommy didn't stop. He had to stop; Nikki would kill him. Vince started to 
roll to his feet, to intervene, but a sharp nip to his belly stilled him, had his heart racing in his throat. Nikki 


glared at him, then focused his entire attention on Tommy. Vince pressed his eyes closed. If he was human, he 


would have been sweating. As it was, he panted. He didn't want to see this. 


Snarls exploded right next to him, Tommy's and Nikki's, and he heard the sickening thud of two bodies slamming 
against each other. Then a worse sound: the rip and tear of flesh. He opened his eyes and saw only flashes of 


skin and fur as the two wolves rolled. 


And then suddenly, one wolf was flung clear across the alley, thudding against a brick wall. The black wolf stood 
tall and alone, hackles raised, lips pulled back in a permanent snarl. 


The injured wolf dragged itself to its feet with a muffled whine. He cast a look at Vince, but the blond wolf 


refused to meet his gaze. 

Nikki growled. Tommy fled. 

Nikki stalked back to Vince's side, and Vince smelled blood on his breath, saw a long gash on his shoulder. A 
warm thrill shuddered through him, and if he had been human, he would have frowned. This..aroused him? Two 


friends killing themselves over him? But it was just that. Nikki had fought for the right to have him. Fought 
for him.. And it was a beautiful feeling to be fought for. 


Nikki made no negative sound when he rolled to his side, climbed to his feet, and Vince took it for 
encouragement. He crept forward, reaching his muzzle to Nikki's tongue flicking out to lick Nikki's mouth. Dark 
eyes stared back at him. 

With a pleading whimper, he turned his back on Nikki, crouched down with his forelegs against the ground, rear 


raised. Everything in him was warm, tight, and tense. He looked back over his shoulder, eagerness hot and 


coiled in him, and gave a tiny wolfen moan of excitement when the black wolf mounted him. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Then moon set, and wolf forms slipped away to leave bare, shivering humans. Vince pushed Nikki's arm off him 
and picked himself up off the pavement, rubbing his hands over his arms to warm himself. There was a bad 
taste in his mouth, blood maybe, from Nikki's mouth. His body ached. His mind felt numb. 

A hand settled on the back of his lower right leg, and he jumped away. "Don't touch me!" 

Sprawled over the ground, Nikki groaned and sat up. "Vince-" 


"Don't," he snapped. "Just fucking don't." 


"What?" Nikki pushed back the hair that had fallen into his eyes. His tone was exasperated. "What the fuck is 


wrong with you now?" 


"You never know, do you?" He looked around for something to cover himself with, and found nothing. 


"You were happy enough to be fucking a couple of hours ago." 


His head felt light. How could this have happened? He hated Nikki more than ever, coldly, viciously, for turning 


him into this impulsive, lust-driven animal. He started to move away. 
"Where are you going? Get the fuck back here, Blondie." 


He was going to be sick, and he couldn't let Nikki see him like that. He broke into a run, feet pounding against 


concrete, and he wasn't sure if it was vomit or a sob that choked his throat. 


What's Love Got To Do With H? 


Disclaimer: Not true, not mine, la-de-da. 
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———Chopter Nine: What's Love Got To Do With It?___ 
"What is this? What the fuck is this?" 


Vince cringed, head hanging over the toilet. Tommy's furious voice cut through his concentration as he waited 


for the next heave of his stomach. 
"Tell me what the fuck is going on! 

A hand knotted in his hair and yanked his head back, and he closed his eyes to the pain 

"Fuck Fuck! Are you with him now? Open your goddamn eyes!" 

He peeled his eyelids back slowly, painfully, against the pounding in his head. "What?" he gritted. 

"You know what the fuck," Tommy spit. "Are-you-with-him 

N 
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Tommy released him, and Vince ground his teeth as his forehead hit the edge of the toilet bowl. He picked 
himself up enough so that he could sit on the floor without leaning against the shit-pot. His eyes felt swollen 


as he looked up at Tommy. "What did you want me to say?" 


"Christ, Vin" Tommy wouldn't look at him. "You fucked him. You let him fuck you. You were fucking asking for 
it, rolling in that goddamn alley." 


He rubbed a hand over his eyes. "Yeah." 


"But -why-? He fucking rapes you, and you go running to him?" Tommy sank down on his knees beside Vince, 


who still stared only at the ground. "Are you really that fucked up?" 
It was a mistake." 


"No, Vinnie, a mistake is forgetting your car keys, or getting fucked-up before a show." 


Vince's eyes closed again. "| didn't mean to." 
"Shit, well that just makes it all better." 
"I didn't ask for it to be better. | didn't ask for any of this.” 


"You sound like a fucking little kid" But he reached out and took a handful of Vince's hair, gently this time. 


"What are you gonna say next, how unfair life is?" 

"Fuck you." 

‘Same thing.” He leaned in, laid his forehead against Vince's. "Why'd you do it?" 

"Fuck. What does it matter? What does anything matter? | did it, and it's over. Fuck him. Fuck me. Fuck 
everybody. And fuck you, Tommy." Vince pulled back, trying desperately to keep his voice level as he stared 
into Tommy's dark eyes. "What's wrong with you, anyway? You actually wanted this. What kind of psycho wants 


to be a werewolf? And you call me sick." 


"Why wouldn't | want it?" Tommy frowned. "Don't fucking mix this up with what Nikki did to you. They're two 
different things." 


"He wouldn't have fucked me if it wasn't the full moon, and the fucking moon wouldn't have mattered if he 
wasn't a werewolf. Don't fucking say it has nothing to do with-" 


"It doesn't" Tommy's hand tightened in his hair. "Maybe he would have raped you anyway. Maybe that's just 


the way he is. There are a hundred women that get raped, and not by werewolves." 

"lim not a fucking cunt!" 

"Fuck, Vince, just stop. This isn't getting you anywhere." 

He could feel his breath quickening, thoughts blurring as he descended into panic. "| didn't mean it, Tommy. | 
swear to God, | didn't mean it. | fucking hate him. | wish he was dead! | didn't want him to fuck me again. | don't 
know what the hell happened. | can't-| can't-" His chest constricted until breathing became painful. 

"Jesus, Vin," Tommy sighed. 

In another instant he felt Tommy's arms come around him, holding him tightly. His hands clawed in Tommy's 
shirt, face pressed to his shirt. Cry, he thought suddenly. He wanted to cry. But men didn't cry. Wolves didn't 
cry. And his eyes were dry. 


‘It was just the moon," Tommy said, running his hands over Vince's back. "That's all. It doesn't matter what 


happens on the full moon. Doesn't mean anything." 


But it did matter, and that was what hurt most of all. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Nikki pressed his palms flat against the door, eyes closed, breath coming slow and shallow. He could do it. He 


knew he could. But that didn't mean it wasn't going to hurt. 

He'd never said he was sorry before. Not to anyone. How did you apologize for something like this anyway? 
Just walk in and say, Hey, how's it going? | just wanted to let you know that | love you, and I'm sorry for 
raping you. No hard feelings? 

An old memory struck him, of so many years ago when he'd gotten sick of having his money stolen by the 
neighborhood bullies, sick of getting beaten up constantly. He'd filled his lunchbox with rocks, and when the 
fuckers came after him, he swung that box at them, swung and swung and kept on swinging. From then on, 
nobody fucked with him without getting bloody. And from then on, words like "sorry" had a value of zero. 
Then another memory, the morning after his very first change. It was on his grandparents farm, and he was 
huddled against the wall of the house, afraid to go in, afraid of everything. He was cold, and the air blowing 
over his naked skin carried a few snowflakes. He'd wanted to cry, but he hadn't. Why? Wolves didn't cry. And 


wolves didn't apologize. 


But he wasn't just a wolf, was he? He had to be at least a little man, too. And maybe only a man could set 


things right. If they could ever be set right. 


He turned the doorknob and stepped into the room. Almost instantly, his eyes were assaulted by the sight of 


Tommy curled around Vince, simply holding him as they stared at a television screen 

"What the fuck?" Tommy growled. 

Nikki balled his fists to keep down the part of him that wanted to lunge without a word. "Get out" 
Tommy's eyes narrowed, the arm around Vince tightening. "No." 

He hissed out a breath, knew his eyes were glittering. "Get-out." 

His face paled, but Tommy didn't move. 

Tom" 

Nikki's eyes skipped to Vince, taking in his blank expression, his empty eyes and dull voice. 


"Go ahead, get out," Vince said. 


"Fuck it, Vince, you don't have to do anything that fucker says!" 
"I know. Just go, okay?" 


Tommy stared at him in disbelief, then anger. "Fine. Just fucking fine," he spit, shoving away and storming out 


of the room. 


Vince's eyes turned back to Nikki, while his fingers found the TV remote and clicked it off. "What do you 


want?" 


"You." It slipped out before he could stop himself, and Nikki bit his lip in irritation "We need to talk, and you 


know it." 
"Talk about what." 
"You know what." 


"Whatever." 


"Don't fucking do that." He stalked across the room and dropped on his knees on the bed in front of where 
Vince lay. "And don't fucking look at me like you don't know who | am." 


"| know you," Vince said softly, "well enough to want you dead." 


"Well, fuck you, l'm not gonna die." His brows furrowed, this wasn't at all what he wanted. "I just-I need to say 
something, okay?" 


"So talk" 


"I aml" He ground his teeth. "Jesus, Vince, why does everything have to be so hard with you? Look, l-l just.. 1." 


His voice went small, soft, almost a whisper. "I'm sorry.” 
Vince stared at him blankly. 


‘lm sorry for everything | did to you. l'm sorry for hurting you. It's the last thing | ever wanted to do." His 
fingers toyed with the edge of the blanket. "l.l love you." 


Vince blinked. "Is that all?" 
"Well..yeah." 


"Okay. You said what you wanted. Now get the fuck out, and send Tommy back in" 


Nikki's jaw tightened. "l'm not you're fucking slave. And did you even hear me? | said | was fucking sorry. | said | 


loved you." 


"Did you hear me? Read between the lines fuck-shit. | don't care." Vince moved back, sliding off the bed. "Are 


you leaving, or am |?" 


"Damn it, Vince!" He jumped up, slamming the door shut before Vince could make a move toward it. "We're 


fucking going to work this out, whether you like it or not.” 
"| -don't- like it," Vince bit off. 


"Can't you just try to talk to me? How are we supposed to have a fucking band if we can't even talk to each 
other?" 


"So we'll fucking break the band up. | don't give a shit" 
"You never do." 


"Don't |? When have | not fucking cared? When did | do something that would endanger the band, huh? Ever? 
But you do it all the time." 


| don't want to fucking fight. | just want to make it better." 
"You cant" 
"Why not?" Nikki crossed to stand before him, hand moving up to ghost across Vince's cheek. "Why-" 


He never had a chance to finish the sentence, as Vince's lips yanked back in a snarl, and he gave him a fierce 
shove, sending him staggering back. "Don't fucking touch me!" 


There was emotion in those eyes now, pure gleaming hatred, and Nikki felt a brush of relief. At least the blank 
look was gone. He steadied himself. "Why shouldn't |? You afraid?" 


"Fuck youl" Vince turned his back, arms wrapped around himself. 
Nikki moved up behind him, grabbed his shoulders. "Fucking talk to mel" 


Vince let loose a strangled cry, whirling and trying to push him off, failing. His arm drew back, and his fist flew, 
crunching into the side of Nikki's face. 


Nikki stumbled against the wall, pain throbbing. "Fuck!" He rubbed at his jaw, eyes dark. "That feel good? You 


wanna hurt me, Vincey?" 


| want you fucking dead!" There was something in Vince's eyes, something bright and dark at the same time, 


something sharp, something very much a beast. 


"So do it!" Nikki's hand darted out, knotted in the collar of Vince's shirt and refused to let go. "Come on, Vinnie, 


hurt me. Hurt me as much as | hurt you.” 


It wasn't a scream that wrenched from Vince's throat, and it wasn't a snarl. It was some shrill wail of utter 


fury. 


And then his fists were flying, and Nikki could think of nothing but that, as blows pummeled him. The wolf in 
him leaped, snarled against the bars of the cage it was locked in. But he refused to unlock the doors. He 
dropped to the ground when a fist slammed into his stomach and the air rushed out of his lungs. There was 


no time to recover his breath, as a kick caught him in the ribs. 

He wanted to fight back. But not against Vince. Not now. He doubled up on himself and lay absolutely still, 
fighting for breath. Fighting not to fight. Stars of pain burst before his eyes like fireworks; Vince held nothing 
back. A hand grabbed him by the hair and smashed his head against the wall. He gasped, vision blurring. 

Then the hand in his hair hauled him up, and he found himself staring into brow orbs of rage, with tears 
trickling from them. "You could never feel as much pain as | did," Vince whispered, lips still snarling. "It wouldn't 
be possible. It was never about getting cut, or bruised, or bloody. It was about you fucking my mind." 

Nikki swallowed, tasted blood in his mouth, and knew at least one tooth was going to be loose. "l'm sorry." 
Vince dropped him and turned his back again. "Fuck you." 

"I know you hate me." Nikki dragged himself up so that he was leaning against the wall. "But | still love you." 

No answer came, no movement. 

"You remember when we went to the bar the first time, and | kissed you? | never even thought about falling 
in love, but | did it. First time we kissed. Didn't matter that | thought love-crap was for hippies and chicks. 
Some things are like that. Meant to be. You'll always be mine. Doesn't matter who you're with, you'll always be 
mine." 

"I know," Vince said hoarsely, moving to the door. "Why do you think | hate you?" 

"You don't have to.” Nikki scrambled to his feet. 


Vince paused, looking over his shoulder with a defeated expression. "I love you. You've got to know that by now. 


Doesn't mean | can't hate you, too.” 


"Why can't you just give in to me?" Nikki reached for him, scared, for the first time. "I won't hurt you again. | 


swear.” 
For a long moment, Vince didn't move. Then, finally, he sighed. "There's nothing left to hurt, is there?" 
"What does that mean?" 


"Whatever you want it to mean" He stepped forward, just enough so that Nikki's reaching hand brushed his 


arm. He shivered. "You already know I'm yours." 
Nikki dared to move that hand around to cup the back of Vince's neck. "We could just..start over." 
Vince shook his head. "Why bother, when we both know everything that's happened?" 


"Then we could just go from here. It can only get better. Can't it?" 


Hell is for Lovers 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know if | like the way this came out or not. It takes place a couple years later, and the details of the 


real accident are fudged greatly in order to make this work. 


_—Chapter Il: Hell is for Lovers__ 


Vince's hands shook He wrapped his arms around himself and rocked back and forth, back and forth. Back and 
forth. 


"Fuck," Nikki said. 


His head felt light, and his stomach clenched tight. He thought he might be ill. The nausea rolled in him, thick 


and acidic as it rose in his throat. 

"Jesus Christ." There was a dull thud as Nikki dropped to his knees beside the body. Vince watched from the 
corner of his eyes as Nikki leaned over Razzle, prodded a bloody shoulder with his fingertips. "He's fucking 
dead." 


Vince's teeth ground together. "I know." He could taste the blood in his mouth, sick and bitter as it mingled with 


old alcohol. 

"What the hell happened?" 

He shook his head, lowering it so he didn't have to look at the body, at the torn-open flesh. "I-I lost it. |-" He 
pulled in a breath through his teeth. They were so dull now. Hadn't they been sharp, deadly, just a few 
moments ago? He felt slow and heavy, and maybe still a little drunk. "I don't know." 

"Put him in the car." 

He blinked, looked up at Nikki. Dark eyes met his. "What?" 

"The car. Put him in the fucking car." 


'l- Why?" 


Nikki was already bending over, grabbing hold of the body and tugging it toward the car. "Because-" He 


grunted, and the body began to slide over the grass- "There's already-too much-shit-on our name. Any more 


-and people-may just-start to wonder—about crap-that's none-of their business.” 


"But the car.." Vince's eyes locked on the trail of blood left behind in the green grass. Red on green. Christmas 


time. 

Nikki looked up. "You have to wreck it." 

He blinked. "Wreck..it?" 

His eyes widened when Nikki dropped down in front of him, flinched back when a ringed hand grabbed his chin. 
But Nikki only tipped his head back. "They can't see him like this," he said slowly. "You have to take the car, and 
wreck it. Wreck it good. And burn it. Burn it so they can't see him." 

Vince swallowed on a dry throat. "You're joking.” 


His fingers tightened, then let go. "I'm going to find gasoline. Get in the car." 


"l-yeah. Yeah. Okay." He was supposed to go to the car anyway. They were going out. He and Razzle. Going out. 
What for? For drinks. Booze. More shit to get fucked up on. Vince thought maybe he was fucked up enough. 


He stood, and found Nikki gone, frowned at how fast he'd disappeared. Would he come back? He'd said he would 
but... 


Everything was slow and blurry. He stumbled to the Pantera-brand new, fast and beautiful-and climbed in, 


hunkered down behind the steering wheel. Shit.. This was so.. He couldn't think. 

Razzle's body slumped in the passenger seat next to him. It stank of blood 

The trunk popped, and the car shifted as something heavy dropped into the back. Then the trunk slammed, and 
Nikki was leaning in through the open driver's window. "Here." He shoved a half empty bottle of whiskey into 
Vince's unresisting hand. "Drink it, and get out of here." 

He stared at the bottle, at the sloshing liquid inside. "| don't... 

"Just do it" Nikki reached into the car, grabbed his chin and twisted Vince to look at him. All Vince could see 
were dark, cold eyes. "There're gas cans in the trunk. After you wreck, pour them over the car, then ditch 
them somewhere nobody'll find them. Set it on fire." 


"The car. Set the car on fire." 


"Exactly. Do you have a lighter?" 


"A what?" 

Fingers tightened painfully on him. "A lighter.” 

"Yeah." Vince swallowed, patted his jean pockets. "Yeah." 

"Good. Get out of here." 

"Yeah." He gripped the steering wheel in one hand, the whiskey in the other. "Nikki?" 
"What?" 

"What's gonna happen?" 

"Christ." The hand let his chin go. "I don't know. Just go." 

"Is it-gonna be okay?" 


For one long minute Nikki was silent. Vince stared up at him, at the unreadable expression, at the sweat 


dripping off Nikki's forehead, at the smudged eye makeup. 

"Sure," Nikki said. "It's gonna be fine." 

"Okay." His throat was dry, so dry it hurt to swallow. He took a chug off the whiskey bottle. "Okay." 
"Vince. Go." 


His ears buzzed. His foot slammed down on the gas pedal, and from somewhere far off, he heard tires spin and 
gravel fly. And then the car was flying. He stared into the rear view mirror, stared at Nikki's dark reflection 


until he spun around the corner and lost sight of him. 

Razzle's body bounced in the seat beside him. Vince tried not to look at it. The car ripped around turns; Vince's 
head whirled like a spinning top. He drank to calm himself, and whisky dripped down his chin, stained his already 
bloody Hawaiian shirt. 


It had been so easy. Wasn't that what he'd thought, when he saw Razzle standing beside the car, when he felt 
the sunset nearing, felt the moon rising? Not full, but he felt so strong. It would be so fucking easy.. 


He shuddered, gulped more whiskey. 


Screams. His teeth buried in hot flesh. His claws pinning down the struggling body. So easy. So perfect. Such a 
release. One instant of pure freedom. No one could stop him. He could do anything. He could kill. 


Blood dripping down his muzzle. His mane flying in his eyes, thick with sweat and yet more blood. The taste of 
it in his mouth, the smell in his nostrils. Red everywhere he looked. 


He drove until the whiskey was gone. And when he came to the turn, and the car began to slip, he let it. 


The moment froze into a single instant of eternity. He was aware of everything and of nothing. A Volkswagen 
screeched as it careened to the left, trying desperately to avoid him. He saw it coming, saw the headlights 
bearing down on him, so bright and he hadn't even known it was that dark And then he saw nothing. 


He woke with Razzle's head lolling in his lap, and he shoved him away, but not before the sickness rose up in 
him, and he arched forward to vomit on the dashboard. He scrambled out of the car, moaning with the pain in 
his ribs, the cuts and bruises stinging his face. He stood beside the wrecked Pantera, staring at it in dull 
amazement. A dozen yards down the road, the Volkswagen had slammed into a telephone pole. He couldn't see 


anyone moving in it. 


He stumbled to the trunk and unlocked it, dragged out the two gas cans. He upended them over the car, one 


over the exterior, the red hood, and one all over the black leather seats. Over Razzle. 
He pulled a wad of tissues out of the glove compartment, held them over his lighter, and flicked it. They 
caught, blazed merrily between his fingers until they began to burn them. Then he dropped them on the hood, 


and ran. 


The last thing he remembered hearing was the deafening boom as the car exploded. 


Later there were sirens. Later there were shouts and screams and cries. Later there were voices, talking at 
him, to him, to those around him, though he hadn't known anyone was there. He sat motionless on the street 


curb, head on his knees. 


Snippets of conversations came through to him: "barely anything left of the body..Razzle..Hanoi Rocks..Motley.. 
Neil.had to be drunk.up on charges probably.” 


He sat on the curb and he waited for Nikki. Because Nikki would find him. Nikki would take care of him. 


He waited. 


It was after the police gave him the breathalyzer test that he began to understand what had happened. Why 
Nikki had given him the whiskey. 


He'd murdered a man. But now it had been an accident. Nikki had saved and condemned him with one brilliant, 
vicious stroke. He had turned murder into a mistake. But he had made sure that Vince was the only one who 


went down. 


He leaned his face on his knees, and he thought about Razzle, and he began to moan 


Nikki never came to find him. 


